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J CArWOT give Ihcso pages to the public before thanking tboBO wlig 



CELESTINE AND CLARA GOTTSCIIALK, 
am r ragHt gralcfnl for aiding me with remlnlsecnoes of their brother, 
anil the liind and cordial Bjmpalhy they ciprtss In my work. 
To Mr. Francis O. Hill, Mr. Ghenville D Wilson, mid Col. 

To Mrs. Claka M. BniSKERnoFF, Mr. Geohge William Wahhen, 
Mr. RlOHAHD HOFTHASN, and MeSBrs, IlALi, & Sosa. of New York; 
To Mr. Charles Vcns and Mias Ansie Hetebs, of Philadelphia; 
To Itr. Georoe P. Upton of Chicago,— 

bande ha?c brought. I have Iwinod a wreath with the simple love and 
gr;iiitude which ray heart held, and must ever hold, for my dear nioalor 

OCT A VI A HEXSEL. 
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INTEODUCTOET. 



To Uai>«» Octavia Hbnsel, Bostok. 

My Dear Madam, — 1 bave reocived your letter, and, 
as far as time allows, mill try and satisfy your demands. 
But first let me tliank you for tin; true lovo and respect 
with which you speak of our dearly beloved brotber, and 
tell you that I eaa entertain no doubt, tbat, even bad you 
not tbe talent to write a book wortby of tbe greatest and 
best man tbat ever was, tbe real appreciation you seeca 
to bave had of his purity and nobility of aentiment would 
enable you to place before the public a book which bis 
sislera and brotlier will fully approve. 

Yet let me tell you it is a difficult, and to me, his 
sister, almost an impossible task. No words can ever give 
an idea of what he was! Tliose only wbo bad read bim 
when alive can understand the greatness of bis genius and 
moral worth. Nevertheless, your book is a tribute of love, 
admiration, and respect, and as such must be acceptable to 
tbe public. As to his sisters, — who long to join bim, who 
yearn to give hira an embrace, whose hearts are utterly 
broken, whose lives are all dark since their guardian angel 
is gone, — what will it be to tbem I They love those who 
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6 INTBODUCTORY. 

have loved hiiu, their heart's treasure; and they thank you, 
from their hearts, for trying to give the world an idea of 
what they ooce had the happiness to possess, and now have 
lost! 

He lias been — our darling Moreau — everything to us, 
ever since I can remember, — loving, affeotionate, yet firm. 
As we were separated from father, whose calling kept him 
In New Orleans, Moreau was looked up to with reverence ; 
and in all «iir childish troubles and joya we went to him 
(even in preference to our dearest mother), sure to find 
there sympathy. 

He toot espeeial delight in my progress in mnsic, be- 
cause he thought I would play well one day : and he would 
oflen call me, when he had friends, to ask me to play ; which 
I did on one piano, while he at the other was playing most 
elaborate harmonies and vai-lations to my simple melody, 
immensely enjoying the lact thut / ihoujht il was I who was 
playing Ike whole ! 

My sister Celestine, who is older than myself, has 
written what she i-einembers of him when they were 
children together. Had you not been so pressed for time, 
I would have sent you some extracts of his letters when a 
little boy ; but I do not like to keep you waiting. 

We intend going to New York for a short time. The 
remains of our beloved lost one will bo bi-ougiit from Eio ; 
and we sliall be there to gaze for tlie last time on his darling 
loved face and pi* him tlic last tribute of lovi, ind re«pei.t 

Tou tell me tb it be wts kind to j ou I am not surprised 
at it, but would hue wondered if it had been oClierwise 
He could no more help ieing gmerous and looinij than he 
could help hiving been invi,sti,d with the genius given 
hiin of Giod I We have had no other support thin him 
for T/ears lie ^ent us regidaily forty pounds a month, 
besides giving us all the mont.y trom liib tn isic published 
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jti Europe ; and he would say constantly, " Dearest eisters, 
have you enough money to be comfortable ? If not, tell me, 
and I will send more." 

Last Christmas, twelvemonth, he wrote Euch a loving 
letterl (This Christmas he did not write : if he did, they 
destroyed it.) " TTiink," eaid he, " how blessed we are to 
love each other as we do ! Think of the happinesB af 
meeting again, strong in each other's love." 

1 think my sist«r has not told you our names. We 
are four usters, and one brother. Cetesllne is the eldest; I, 
Clara; Augui'la and Blanche. (Joston is our brotlier'a 
name. Poor dear Edward was between Celcstine and me. 
We were educated in Paris. 

I must close for posL With very kind regards from 
my sisters and myself, 

I remain, dear madam. 

Yours sincerely, 

Cl.AltA GoTTSCHAUt. 
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PEEFAOE. 



" Ton KiitiH fon't cara for taberoses nod jasmines. 
... 1 have enough of the tropics in my nature ; . . . but 
Bcnd me blue violets and lieliotrope : they soothe me into 
better thoughts, and make mo more worthy to be 
" Your sincere friend, 

"L. M. GoTTScnALK." 

Violets and heliotrope he ever asked of one to whom he 
wrote those words. Tlie flowers themselves shall be placed 
upon his grave; but, in the spirit of tlieir symbolism, I ofi'ur 
to his memory these words and thoughts, caught from the 
sunlight of his genius, nourished by rememhraace of his 
kindly words and kindlier dt^ds. 
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ADAGIO. 

" Take me, oh ! take me, white mj life is giorj. 
Ere I he weary, tnlie me to thy rest ; 
Ere iovo lie feelile, or my locl;a be hoary r 
E'en ill tnv beniil.v take me to Ijo blest. 



Toung is my spirit, cvoivncd with dewy roses 
Fresh is ray life, as lilies freshly blown. 

Love for its sweetness and it* hope reposes 
On Thee, Eternal, on Thy smile alone." 



" What he sufiUreil toilily was transmated into a sufffering cf 
the soul. Who is there that can mea-nrc this action and ra 



■n of body a 



"Who inherit, instead of mot 
Impulsions God supplied ; 
Instead of vital spirit, 
A clear informing beauty] 
Instead of crcslure dnty, 
Submission calm as rest." 
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LOUIS MOBEAU GOTTSCHALK. 



" Sonata quasi una FaniasiaV 



PIANISSIMO. 

BEETHOVEN'S "Moonlight Sonata," full 
of life's saddest yet richest experience, pre- 
luded by adagio of passionate longing over love 
too pure for earth denied, aptly symbolizes the 
charaeter and life of one whose sweet spirit and 
noble soul has now finished its work in this 
world. 

As artistes rarely interpret Beethoven alike ; so 
dissimilar natures who glance over these sketcJies 
may find in tliem nothing but rliythmic measures, 
phrases of poetic beauty, but made up contrary 
to received methods of biographical memoirs : 
others may feel their truth, and iearn from them 
to rightly estimate a life full of poetic beauty, 
earnestness, and unsatisfied longings jfter all that 
is highest and noblest in human existence. 
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14 LIFE AND LETTERS OF 

"■ The Moonlight Sonata " has been chosen aa 
guide in interpreting the Hfe of Louis Morean 
Gottschalk, as it stands among the works of 
Beethoven alone, or rather contrary, in the ar- 
rangement of its movements, to other sonatas. 
As the adagio is first given ; so the calm and 
peaceful childhood of the boy was passed in the 
tropical beauty of a Southern clime. Surrounded 
by love, guided by the tenderness of a mother's 
sympathy, guarded by the calm judgment and 
deeply-loving heart of a father, the child gathered 
into his soul tones of passionate love, and trust in 
human sympathy. The exquisite luxuriance of 
Nature, the perfumes of the tropics, steeped his 
every sense in ecstasies of sensuous delight ; and 
the murmuring of the breeze among the rosy- 
silver magnolia-blooms, the golden haze of moon- 
light flung through orange-groves, the crimson 
hue of camellia and scarlet pome gran ate, wove 
before his baby vision a picture of delight and 
restful joy never afterwards effaced. True, it 
did not fully solace and still the longings of a soul 
far reaching into the depths of infinite love : but 
it filled his whole being with a fervor and worship 
of the beautiful, that never found free utterance 
save when it received assurances of the approach 
of a kindred spirit ; and then the long-treasured 
dreams would unfold themselves, and through 
woof and warp of exquisite texture would glitter 
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LOUIS MOSEAU GOTTSCUALE. 15 

tlie pure pearls of trutii, the diamond-flash of 
intellect, and the amethystme splendor of a sorrow 
too deep for human sympathy. 

And perhaps hero it would be well to quote the 
criticism of one whose cliariuiiig appreciation of 
music is only exceeded by the culture of her style 
in expressing her tlioughts : — * 

..." Gottschalk's music is not so Hebraic as 
tropical ; it suggests present and keen pleasures ; 
it is too wami ; and, like idl the sweets and enjoy- 
ments of that region which gave birth to his 
genius, it is apt to pall. Even the sweet, luscious 
' Ricoixlati ' overwhehns one with its exuberant, 
fond, sensual melody : it is not pure enough for 
the stately pomegranates and belis of the syna- 
gogues. Mendelssohn is alone Hebraic. Both 
composers have rich, warm coloring, expressions 
of exquisite sentimentality ; but in one it is a 
present, vivid enjoyment, in the otJier a deep, 
melodious echo of a solemn poetical past. In 
Mendelssohn, ' Le passtS y joue un pins grand rOle 
que le present i qui dit passo dit poesie ; le pass^ 
11 'est il pas la jeunesse de notre imagination ? ' " 

It is just and true ; but, had she known Gotts- 
chalk personally, I feel that she would have found 
in his compositions, not so much the music of 
present jov as the remembrance of past doligiits, 

• Anna H. M. Brewster; " Conipeiisation." 
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16 LIFE A^ND LETTERS OF 

when life was as an opening flower, and human 
love embraced him on every side. 

Mendelssohn's life was one of ease : no shadow 
of disappointment haunted the pure realm of intel- 
lectual power. Tlirough his music, — 

" Pure lilies of eternal peace " 

fold their chalice beneath the calm stars, while 
pinky buds of anemone and blue violet-blooms 
breathe in perfume through all the sonny summer 
day. The royal purnle of his own powerful 
imagination supplies the warm tints, but passion 
had no part in his nature ; and all appeal to sen- 
suous beauty comes from intellectual appreciation 
of harmony and orchestration. 

But the adagio of Gottschalk's life was filled 
with a sadness too deep for human expression, — 
a sadness that came from the two dissimilar lives 
he was obliged to lead. The world into wlileh 
his young life was so e.irly thrown was full of 
disappointment and hearties sue ss. Few appre- 
hended him ; and very soon their simulated 
friendship dropped fi'om his regard. Few men 
can lose faith in human sympathy, and keep a 
kind and generous heart : but this Gottschalk did ; 
9nd, altiiougli he was occasionally disappointed 
where ho had hoped to find a nature nobler than 
liis own, he kept a certain loving trust m human- 
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LOUIS 3I0REAU GOTTSCHALK. ll 

ity, but guarded well the bey that gave admittance 
to his own true heart. 

Dissimuktion he never fully learned: there- 
fore the armor he wore, of quiet hauteur and 
nonchalance, received the sneers of those who 
did not know him. Alas, poor world ! judging as 
it does from appearances, how terribly it is often 
deceived ! If the heaven of St. John's Apoca- 
lypse has no foundation save in the brilliant 
imagination of tliat loving disciple, it at least 
holds this one truth, that " there shall in no wise 
enter into it any tiling that defileth, neither 
wliatsoever worketh abomination or maketh a 
lie." 

We know that preludes of sorrow and sadness 
thrill before every heart-heat of earthly joy : but, 
in the glorious hereafter, a God of love "shall 
wipe away all tears; " and "there shall be no more 
death, neither sorrow nor crying, neither shall 
there be any moi-e pain ; for tlie former things are 
passed away." 
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LIFE AND LETTEliS OF 



PIANO, DECRESCENDO. 

" You thought my heart loo fardlMased; 
You wonder, when my fsiicies play, 
To llnd me gay iioioiig Ihu gay. 
Like one with auy ulUe plcaBcil."— TEHNraoK. 

POR la calie d(s despues, se va a la casa de 
nunca," murmured Moreau Gottsclialk as 
he arose from the piano, and handed the duo 
^'WilHam Tell "to his pupil. "Who walks in 
ihe streets of by and hy will stop in tlie house of 
never,'" he repeated in English. " Now, little 
hand, write that proverb on your music here, and 
remember me; and so, ,'good-bj.'" He raised 
the liaiid to his lips, and turned from the room. 

"I will write those words iu my memory, Mr. 
Goltsclmlk, and never say 'by and by' again. 
Before you return, I will learn every thing you 
ever wrote, and without my notes too." The 
young girl caught a pencil from the hand of her 
governess, who stood beside the piano, and 
motioned to Gottschalk to write the Spanish 
proverb. 

'■'■O'est possible" he replied, as he wrote the 
words he had spoken, " I may never return ; 
out don't look so grave: listen to this gooil-by 1 
will play for you." 



.yGooglc 



LOmS ilOREAU GOTTSCnALK. 19 

He reseated liimself at tlie piano : a few minors 
irpeg^os rippled over tlie ivory keys, then flaslied 
out a motivo so wild, so joyous, that the sorrow of 
parting was forgotten, and the magnetic flash 
of hope and joy, born amid the mysturies of 
harmony, thrilled the listener's heart. " Yes, 
that is all you, your very self. No one hut Moreau 
Gottschalk could describe his own heart so 
exactly. You cannot keep to the muiore." 

" I don't wish to do so," he replied simply. 
" But this is a good-by for you alone. Tell me 
what it says." 

A simple chorale, grand in minor chords, gave 
the theme; and then a sUimber-song, weird and 
wild, wound amid the mazes of the motivo carried 
by the bass. Fainter and stiller grew the melody, 
until it was hushed in a minore so thrillingly 
pathetic, that death could bring no more intense 
sorrow to friendly hearts. And so he said " Good- 
by," and left his young pupil bitterly weeping. 

Tiie following morning, a note written on 
delicately rose-tinted paper came to her : — 

" Are vou not now convinced that I can keep 
to the minore ? There is more minore in my 
heart than the world gives me credit for. Who 
cares? I choose to live allegro: death's andante 
shall never find the presto of ray life's sonata 
unfinished. 

. . . " If I neversee you again, remember only 
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the scintillations of my — genius, or i 
eomme vovs voulez: don't speak of me as any 
thing but ' flash and flame.' I knovr myself, I 
know my art. It is not, as you once said, ' quick- 
ened by the ma^ic touch of sympathetic genius ; ' 
it is pure nature. I touch the piano, and the 
' tone-spirit,^ as you call it, wanders at will. If ■ 
I ana ever any thing better, it will be when my 
head holds my heart in check, and the mysteries 
of that ' brighter land ' you love to tell me about 
are more clearly perceived. Did not my minore 
lullaby yesterday console you for the lightness of 
the first strains ? Let it symbolize my life. I 
will bring that music to you again from tlie sun- 
nier land to whicli I go ; and you shall never say 
that Moreau Gottschalk could not weave into his 
life and heart the sadder, holier influence of the 
pathetic minore. If I die, it will simply be to you a 
'Lost Chord ; ' to me, a moment of holier thought, 
inspired by memory of your gontlo counsels," 
A lost chord ? Yes : a chord that — 

" Flooded the crimson twilisht 

Lilce the close of an anjel's psalm ; 
And it lay on my fuTered spirit 
With a touch of infinite calm. 

It quieted pain and sorrow 

Like love overcoming strife; 
It seemed the harmonious echo 

From our discordant life. 
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It lioked all perplexed meaninga 

Into one perfect peace, 
And trembled away into silence 

As if it were lotU to cease." 

Gottschalk loved that little poem. In referring 
to it, lie once said, " Yes, death \vil\ be welcome 
if it gives ' harmonious echo to our discordant 
life.' I wonder if it will." 

The minors slumber-song is indeed a lost chord 
to us ; but to him who so keenly apprehended the 
beautiful symbolism of music in its relation to 
human life, let us hope that death indeed United 
the "perplexed meaning" of the two dissimilar 
lives he lived (causing his strange inconsistencies) 
into a life more harmonious, — a life beyond death, 
more perfect in peace. 

For him, — 

" It may be that Death's bright angel 
Will speak in that chord again ; 
It may be that only in heaven 
I shaU hear that grand Amen." 
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irm and ebb and flow; 

a pearl was Lidilen 

at depths bolow."— Hxiira. 



HIS character sliowecl great inconsistencies. 
Impulse ruled rather tlian guided him. 
Some one has remarked of a similar nature, " His 
imagination controlled him more than his reason, 
and, being less firm, let the folds fly loose ; and so 
his character showed its inconsistencies," 

Euphorion in Goethe's drama, the child of 
Faust and Helen, that strange union of luxuri- 
ance and deep reasoning power, passionate long- 
ing and calm self-control, might better express his 
faults and virtues tlian any words his friends can 
use. He wis a waywaid, passionate child, hut 
noble and generous in his impulses, led by a glance 
or a word ag«nst hia bettet judgment, but sorely 
repenting his follies when brought back to himself 
by a gentler yet firmer nature than his own ; 
promising to act more wisely, ever repeating tJiat 
" errors repented of have no past," but forgetting 
that " their future must be one of atonement and 
amendment." 
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Of a delicate, nervous organization, his physical 
Etrengtli depended moch on the state of his feel- 
ings ; and, when excited hy society, he gave back 
the kind of pleasure he received. Truly musician- 
like, hg kept to the tone that happened to be given 
by those around him. If, among his gay and 
thoughtless companions, lie was ready for frolic 
and mirth, careless of consequences, the next 
hour would find him calmly, quietly seated in a 
friend's parlor, absorbed in some poem, or arran- 
ging a bouquet of freshly-cut flower's, and talking as 
only a true lover of Nature can talk of the senti- 
ments they inspire. At such times, his life-theme 
seemed only a gentle preluding, full of complex 
harmonies too intricate to be easily apprehended 
by the careless observer ; but to one whose sym- 
pathies were quickened hy the magnetic power of 
his voice-tone, and the veiled spiritual expression 
of Lis eyes, the themes were no longer intricate, 
but they were mere voluntaries, that might have 
widened into glorious symphonies worthy the 
intellect of a Beethoven. 

His nature was full of religious- sentiment; 
music wove about liim a realm of waking dreams, 
an approach to the infinite, which words could 
never express. No sight, no sound, in Nature can 
unfold the mysterious depths of a human soul, 
which has power in itself to form out of the chaos 
of sound an all-en com pa's sing realm, into which. 
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24 LIFE AKD LETTERS OF 

through tension of thought and observation, we 
can penetrate, and find that chaos ' no longer 
"without form, and void." 

It j8 only a musician who can describe or 
understand a nature Hke Gottschalk's : lie was far 
beyond the reach of common human sympathies. 
His powers of adaptation were wonderful, — too 
good for his own benefit ; for careless observers 
saw in him nothing but " a musical dandy," and 
said, " He is no true artist, merely a musical bon- 
bon for sentimental ladies." They are right as far 
as they go ; bat he was somethhig more to those 
friends who had intellect enough to demand true 
art and intellect from bim. Unfortunately, they 
formed but a small portion of the society in which 
Le was obliged to mingle at the North. 

His faults were merely mistakes, — the result 
of his generous, passionate nature, and a pi al 1 y 
of bead and heart that seemed a e n n I 

defect. " Spoiled by too much fla y n b a 
younger life," say some who strive o ulpa e 
him. It has been wisely said, " Grea n e 

never injured by appreciation and preference, 
even when frankly and openly expressed : they are 
encouraged by it, and grow nobler ; nor do they 
ever misunderstand it. It is only the petty, ■ 
inferior mind which puts a wrong construction on 
such regard, and wounds us by its vanity and 
conceit." Moreau Goltschalk was not spoiled bv 
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flattery. His mind was neither petty nor inffenor, 
nor was lie vain or conceited iti the presence of 
true merit. In the presence of those who boasted 
rather loudly, he may have arrogated to himself 
more scientific knowledge than he possessed, — a 
very common fault in artistes of both sexes. 

Deeper, more grievous faults may have been 
his ; but, God be thanked I his most intimate 
friends never saw them, never knew he possessed 
them. Has not " Ouida " somewhere said, " Scan- 
dals are like dandelion seeds: tliey are arrow- 
lieaded, stick where they fall, and bring forth and 
multiply fourfold. Scandals and dandelions, both 
weeds, relished by donkeys " ? A truth too obvi- 
ous to be commented upon here. 

It has been regretted by many, that Gottschalk 

allowed himself to make a trade, as it were, of Ins 

/" genius, and descend to flatter public taste, leather 

/ than aid in raising the standard of music in this 

/ country. He knew himself too well to take a 

l___^sitioH-ius impulsive uatura-wotiTd irever-allaac— 

f \ iiim to hold. He pr&iWreu to allure, rather tlian 

i to be an authority. He inspired in every audi- 

I ence musical appreciation, and guided them gmd- 

\ ually to more strict musical apprehension ; then 

\ he stepped aside, and left the field of scientific 

\ and classical lore to older, steadier heads than his 

'- own. He never sought to reform, to revolution- 

ize^-be^knew he could not be a leader of tlia 
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classic school ; but lie did glorious picket-duty, 
rode many a raid right gallantly, aud brouglit 
many a heart captive into the royal realm of 
Music. 

Industry formed littJe part of iiis nature ; and 
yet he could be an earnest, untiring student 
when the necessity was put upon him. Tho 
concert-room was the last place to fully under- 
stand his wonderful talent, — a talent upheld by 
genius and sentiment. The music he played in 
public blinds one who would study his true char- 
acter. It seems the foam on the top of his goblet 
of life. Once or twice is that froth flung aside, 
and his nobler nature speaks to us in the "Marciie 
Solennelle," and the motivo of the " Marche de 
Nuit," Again, in the "Ricordati," " Berceuse," 
and the majeure of " Serenade," his heart sjicaks 
in simplest strains. But his " Souvenir de la 
Havane," " Bamhoula," " Baiianier," " Ojos 
Criollos," are mere shams for tlie concert-room ; 
and no one more thoroughly laughed at them 
, than their author. "It is only mediocrity that 
pays," he often repeated ; "and, as I must live, 
I must be willing to please others, even if not 
myself," 

To rightly apprehend Gottschalk's talent, it was 
necessary to hear Inm alone, or with two or tliree 
chosen friends. Ho would seat himself at the 
piano, — always more readily if a vase of his fa- 
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vorite violets and heliotrope stood near, — and 
the improvisations that flowed heneath his skilful 
fingers came from his happy, loving heart, as 
breezes through an orange-grove. 

At times his heart was silent ; and then the 
brain wove its intricate harmonies into combina- 
tions so fantastic, so weird and wildiy sweet, that 
they seemed like seraph voices chanting from the 
far-off spheres in stillness of midnight ; and then a 
rapid modulation amid arpeggios and chromatics 
would flash out as the clear cold northern lights 
in a wintry sky : these fading, the heart asserted 
its sway; and melodies languishing in dreamy 
reverie of sunnier lands, amid perfumes of mag- 
nolia and orange groves, thrilled with passionate 
longing the loving soul that listened. Again, 
when the maestro'i heart and mind strove with 
each other for mastery, a simple theme would for 
a moment plunge the hearer into a Lethean 
stream, so near the fountain of tears that tlie poor 
heart would tremble in a snspense exquisitely 
painful. Emerging from the momentary forget- 
fulness, sad, slow, minor strains would call up the 
purer, better nature ; and tears such as little 
children shed over their lost or broken treasures 
would suffuse the eyes : but, like the sorrows of 
little children, these soon passed ; for the April 
sunshine of his heart streamed over the tear- 
laden tnotivo, and it broke into trilling cf birds, 
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and the goMen sunlight of simple melodies. In 
such an hour, " Home, Sweet Home " flashed 
along the keys, and became a home of happiness 
glowing in the holiest love. Rising from the 
piano, he would glance around the group, give 
one long look into the eyes of the one nearest to 
him in sympathy, and, with a weary smile, sink 
into his favorite fauteuil, and remain silent for 
hours. On one of these occasions, a little child 
ap|)roached him with an orange, and said, "It's 
all I dot : but, when you play, I hear the angels 
sing which mamma tells me 'bout; so I dlv it ail to 
you." Gottschalk lifted the beautiful boy in his 
arms, and, laying his head close to the golden 
ringlets of the child, whispered, " Tell me about 
the angels. I haven't any mamma now to tell 
me," 

Who can know all that passed between the two, 
as they nestled close to each other by the fireside, 
— the short, dark curls of the man mingling with 
the sunny ringlets of the child, whose sweet voice 
lisped the wondrous story of t!ie " In excelsis 
gloria," " Come, little one, and tell me more 
pretty stories," was his greeting ever afterwards. 
God grant, that, with that angel-child, he now 
hears the glorious liarmony of the seraph voices 
that sometimes glanced into his earthly dreams I 
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CRESCENDO. 



Survived La couauaut undur-nows, 
SrmphaQloua wllb Iba dcie Ibut rose." 

Mm. Bbowsiso. 

'T'T7"HEN Here entered tlie concert-rooms of 
V V America, and aroused the dormant musi- 
cal appreliension of the audiences who crowded to 
hear liis hrilliantly rapid variations on well-known 
melodies, a new impulse was given to piano- 
music; and opera fantasias, but mo.?tly quadrilles 
and waltzes, were heard on every side. 

Then came Maurice Strakoscli, with his bra- 
vouras and polkas surcharged with octaves and 
chromatic passages, con fuoco, eon brio; and hardly 
had the echo of his galops died away, when the 
quiet, coldly intellectual Tiialberg spread before 
ns the frozen rainbows of his icy intellect. The 
smooth harmony, woven in web and woof 
with genius aud scientific toil, well repaid tha 
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earnestly intellectual lover of music, and refresh* 
ingly cooled, while it dazzled with prismatic lighti 
the over-wrought brain. Exquisite finish, fault- 
less mechanism, harmony pure as perfect, -— 
Thalberg gave us statues of marble, in music 
poems. 

As this' radiant iceberg floated nearer and 
nearer the shores of onr life-ocean, chilling yet 
charming our hearts, a warm breeze from tropical 
groves of magnolia and orange flung its delicious 
Languor upon our senses, and warmed our hearts 
into magnetic rapport with its passionate luxuri- 
ance. 

Louis Moreau Gottsclialk stood before us, and 
captivated our senses by speaking to our hearts. 
No confiioco, eon brio, tranquillo, morendo, cheered, 
pleased, and quieted us ; but scintUlante, animate, 
hrllliante, rapido, awoke us to consciousness of 
heart-life. The "Danse Ossianique" glittered with 
diamonds, not of ice and snow, but hrilliantes 
like those found in the beds of rivers which wan- 
der through the luxuriance of tropical vegetation. 
When the majestic measures of the " Grande 
Marche SolennelJe " and " Marche de Nuit " pre- 
pared the way for the reUgwso of the " Last 
Hope," again our Jiearts warmed to him whose 
pure friendship could utter such priSre du soit 
for one whose mourning, motherly heart asked of 
him " tme petite mSlodie ultima espeeanza I '*" 
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What if the " Jota Aragonese" recalled the gay 
dances of the sunny South, and the "Banjo" 
described an un intellectual throng of black faces 
andcurly wool, or"La Gallina" caused even little 
children to say, " Oh, hear the chickens pick u|> 
corn!" what if he took us into iiumau life and 
mirth ; are we debasing art by asserting our hu- 
manity? It is a stupid fancy bah, where every 
one has the dress and dignity of royalty ; and 
shall we, in this great fanev-ball world, sacrifice 
our natural tastes by striving to attune our minds 
to the concert-pi tell of a purely intellectual dic- 
tator ? "^ 

Louis Moreau Gottschalk was no imitator; he 
never sought after mere effects; he listened to the 
murmuring of the breeze among the pines of 
our Northern forests, and "Murmurs jEoIians " 
breathed themselves into life. If the " Reflets du 
Passe" or " Tiie Dying Post" saddened for a 
momfent his joyous heart, then " Tiie Dove " 
came on its errand of peace. Wlien "Pastorella 
e Cavalliere" told its simple story, old men smiled, 
and maidens' eyes filled with mischievous mirth. 
Doubtless these grave old gentlemen would have 
appeared more imposing, had they paid studious 
attention to the prompting of intellectually classic 
critics, and frowned at such human nonsense ; 
while maidens would have appeared more strong- 
minded, and intellectually virtuous, to have sung 
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" Elijali," and ruined their voices in attempting 
Beethoven's "Leonora." Bat human nature as- 
serted itself; and Moreau Gottschalk, with his 
sunny smile, and genei-oas, loving heart, won them 
forever by his beautiful, trustful reliance in 
Nature and Truth. 

God be thanked, Moreau Gottschalk was not 
afraid to show his humanity, and establish a 
school, a music, of his own. As Teniers in 
Antwerp led in the van of the Belgic school of 
art, as Turner in England, as Ponssin and 
Lorraine, have given their impress to the natural- 
ness of the French school; so in America, 
Moreau Gottsclialk stands at the head of the 
noble army of — yes, martyrs, artists who dare to 
he themselves, and abhor the dilettanteism and 
affectation of self-reliant musical critics. He has 
done more for the advancement of piano-music 
than any man of this century. He is not as the 
pianist of the past, he may not be the pianist of 
the future ; but he is the pianist of the present. 
Criticism may array itself against him; criticism 
loves a bright and shining mark: but criticism 
never stifled Chopin, nor can it i>eril the fame of 
Gottschalk. Unlike, yet " like in difference," 
alone they stand, Chopin and Gottschalk, unap- 
preciated, never understood, save by those wlio 
were admitted into the sanctuary of their friend- 
ship ; but the day is dawning, when, in spite of 
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critics and time-honored febles, the worts of 
Chopin and Gottachalk will be properly trans- 
lated, and we will no longer stumble blindly into 
correct rendition of tones wliicb from them thrilled 
with soul-power. 
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" All mj life long, 
I have beheld witU most respect the man 
Who knew himself, and knew the ways before him, 
And from amongst them chose considerately, 
With a clear foresight, not a blindfold courage ; 
And, having chosen, with a, steadfaEt mind ' 

Pursued his purposes." 

" That man is not the most in tribulation, who, resolute of 
mind, walks his own way, with answerable skill to plant hla 
Gteps." — Taylor's Philip Va» Ahtevelde. 

"No one need pricie himself upon genius, for it is the free 
gift of God; but of honest industry, and true devotion to his 
destiny, any man may well he proud. IniJood, this thorough 
integrity of purpose is itself the divine idea in its m 
fbrm; and no really honest mind is without comr 

God." PlCBTE. 

" I go to prove my soul. 
I see my way, as birds their trackless way : 
In some time — God's good time — I shall ar 
He guides jieand the bird." — Bkownino. 
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AS the allegretto of " The Moonlight Sonata " 
opens with combined harmony of wondrous 
sweetness ; so the unfolding Hfe of the infant son 
of Edward Gottschalk and Aim^e Marie de 
Brasle brought purest happiness and joy to the 
heart of his beautiful young mother : while the 
manly pride and love of his father showed deep- 
est gratitude for the gift of a son so gentle, noble, 
and talented. 

Of those parents it is needed to say hut little : 
their life-work and tender care of the children 
born to them has its best witness in the beautiful 
devotion and love with which these children repaid 
their care. The following simple words, taken 
from a letter written by Celestine, their eldest 
daughter, are suiBcient record : — 
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" Mamma's name was Aim^e Marie de BrasI^ ; 
papa's, Edward Gottschalk, He was born in 
London, studied to be a doctor in Leipsic, but 
gave it up at twenty-five years of age, and went 
to America, where, in tlie year 1828, be married 
our mother in New Orleans. Sfie was but fifteen 
years old. In 1829, our darling brother Moreau 
was bom ; he was, we were always told, a very fair 
and delicate-looking baby, but most exquisitely 
pretty." 

Not only exquisitely pretty, but exquisitely 
good, we learn from a less partial source than a 
sister's heart. If ever his baby-voice was lifled 
in fretful wail, the soft music of his young moth- 
er's slumber-song stilled in an instant the sorrow 
and pain, and wove into his soul loving melodies 
that were to thrill into beauteous expression 
throughout his glorious young life. Very early, 
too, did his tiny baby-fingers assert their life- 
work. 

His sister tells us, " When Moreau was three 
years old, our mother, being ill, was taken to Pass 
Christian, to the seaside. One day, every one 
ill tiie house was sfartlcd by a faint but most 
exquisite melody on the piano. The tone and 
touch were perfect. As no one in the bouse but 
mamma played that air, she was the first to rush 
into the drawing-room; and there, to her infinite 
surprise, she found httle Moreau standing on a 
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higii stool, playing tile melody she had sung to 
him in the morning. 

" Papa was told of the event, and decided that 
Moreau should have a professor as soon as they 
returned to town. So Mr. Lctellier, a French 
gentleman and a very good rausiciaii, was called 
to teach our little brother. When he was sis 
years old, he began lessons in French -with Mon- 
sieur Mauroy, and with Mr, Ely for violin. He 
improved rapidly, and could play very difficult 
pieces." 

" One Sunday morning, during mass, the organ- 
ist being unable to attend, Mr. Letellier from the 
cboir saw Moreau kneeling in our pew : he hur- 
ried down stairs, took the little fellow in his arms, 
. and carried liim into the orgaii-lofl, where lie 
placed him before the organ, and told him to play. 
Mr. Letellier pulled the stops and used the pedals, 
but Moi-eau played the whole service, reading at 
sight. His delight was unbounded. He ran the 
whole way home, and, rushing into mamma's arms, 
tried to explain to her what had taken place ; but 
the excitement of the music, the fatigue of his 
race, and the happy feehug of his childisli success, 
so choked his utterance, tliat he couid not speak 
a word, but only nestle in her arms and weep." 

His love and admiration for his mother was 
veiy beautiful : his father, as are ail fathers per- 
haps, was very strict ; and Moreau was a little 
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afraid of him, as indeed al] the children were. 
But to his mother he used to go, as to an elder 
sister, for every thing. In speaking of this, his 
sister says, — 

" It was ehanning to behold his admiration for 
mamma's beauty. Siie was his confidante and 
comforter in all things. To us, he was, so far as 
we can remember, tlie most kind, the most de- 
voted, of brothers, — always ready to help us in 
our little wants, to piay with us ; in fact, he was 
and has always been our life and light, our all." 

In his eighth year, we are told of a charity con- 
cert he gave for the benefit of Mr. Miolau, a 
violinist from the French opera. This was the 
first concert he gave ; and the success he obtained 
that nigbt held brilliant promise for the future. ■ 
When the concert was over, calmly and unassum- 
ingly the young boy received the thanks and 
congratulations of his friends, and went quietly 
home with bis parents. The excitement did not 
keep him wakeful ; and the events of the evening 
seemed quickly forgotten in the peacefulness of 
sleep, when suddenly the household was awakened 
by a magnificent serenade. Mr. Miolau and his 
friends, out of compliment to the child, were play- 
ing beneath his window. 

We turn once more to his sister's reminiscences, 
and from them copy the following lines: — 

" Almost eveiy Sunday evening, Moreau used 
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to play at Mrs. Eoyer's evening parties. Mrs. 
Boyer was at that time the first lady music- 
teaclier in New Orleans. Moreau's genins was 
weli appreciated tliere. At last, Mrs. Boyer urged 
papa to send our brother to Paris, wliere lie could 
secure the very best instruction. At first, papa 
hesitated ; for mamma could not make up lier 
mind to part with any of us cliildren, much less 
with her handsome eldest boy, her idol, of whom 
she was so proud. So years passed on, Moreau 
becoming more talented, more beautiful, and good, 
every day. Mamma hoped that papa had forgot- 
ten all about sending our darling to Paris ; but not 
so : one day he told mamma she must at once get 
Moreau ready ; for he bad decided to have him 
sail with his friend Capt. Rogers, on the ship ' La 
Taglioni.' Every thing was arranged for his 
departure ; and in May, 1842, bo bade us all fare- 
well. It was the saddest parting we little ones 
had ever knovvn." 

In the month of March, he gave a farewell 
concert in St. Louis Hall, the largest, at that 
time, in New Orleans. An amusing episode 
occurred, which caused him great amusement 
whenever he recalled the evening. He was a 
slender, boyish figure, with a most childlike face ; 
and tiie hairdresser, a stranger to whom he had 
gone to have his hair curled, supposed he was 
some young boy preparing for a child's party. So 
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he told liini all about the wonderful young pianist, 
and asked him if he did not wisli lie could go and 
hear little Gottsehalk ; then added, " Now, that's 
a stupid question ; for surely such a mite as you 
are v/il\ enjoy your party: but you'll not have 
many to see you, for everybody in town is going 
to the concert," 

In speaking of this, he once said, " If you 
could have seen the look of contemptuous pity the 
man gave e wj e I a d I liked parties best, and 
then the lo k of as o i ne t that came intq, his 
face wl n I tol I 1 m I o I was, you would have 
laughed as 1 e t ly as I 1 d ' 

His s ste t lis us Mother, being in delicate 
healtl vas kej t n o i ce of the precise time 
of his dopartu e Tl s | a t ng proved a terrible 
shock to 1 er For a vh le her life was despaired 
of, so intense seemed her grief: she lived only in 
the hope of receiving letters from him; and she 
was not disappointed. When he arrived in Paris, 
he sent her a journal he had kept on board ship,, 
in which he gives an admirable description of 
meeting an iceberg, and a graphic account of 
escape from the danger of shipwreck." 

" He was plaee<l at a private school in Paris, kept 
by Monsieur and Madame Dusseil. He was just 
twelve years old, his birthday having occui'red on 
the ship. He took lessons first, but for a short 
time only (not more than sis months), from 
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Charles Hal!4 ; but, his teaching being too care- 
less, Madame Dussert changed hitn for the best 
professor in Paris, — Cainille Stamaty, — who 
sho-wed himself not only a skilful and careful 
teacher, but also a true, firm friend, which he- ever 
remained. At the age of thirteen, he began the 
study of harmony with Mr, Maledan." 

Through his aunt, La Comtesse de Lagrange, 
and his cousin, La Comtesse de Bouijolly, he was 
admitted into some of the best society in Paris. 
He was a frequent and welcome guest at the 
Duchesse de Narbonne's, where his playing excited 
the admiration of all true lovers of art ; and many 
were the delicious soirees musicalea given by the 
Due de Saivandy, where the brilliant improvisa- 
tions of his friend, the young Gottsehalk, added 
delight to the hours. 

It was about this time that he began to write 
some of his most exquisite compositions. His first 
was " Ossian," two delicately- written ballads for 
his mother's birthday; then "Danse des Ombres," 
which title he afterwards changed to " Danse 
Ossian ique," 

At the age of fifteen he was attacked with 
typhoid fever, and for three months was danger- 
ously ill. During a long and tedious conva- 
lescence he composed " Bananier," " Savane," 
" Bamboula ; " but the latter took him a long 
time to complete ; for his physician forbade men- 
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tal worlt, and sent bim, with Madame Dnssert, Into 
the Ardennes, for rest and freedom fi-om excite- 
ment. 

When he returned to Paris, he bent every 
enei^y to excel in the study of liarmony. He 
became the pupil, and soon the friend, of Hector 
Berlioz. In order that nothing niigjit disturb his 
earnest study, he declined an invitation extended 
by Isabella, Queen of Spain, to visit the conrt at 
Madrid. 

During the summer of 1846, he went on a 
pedestrian tour through the Vosges. His forget- 
fulness of such troublesome accompaniments as 
passports frequently caused him amusing deten- 
tions. At one time he reached a small town, 
where, having forgotten or mislaid his passport, he 
was taken into the police court. While waiting 
on a bench, he noticed one of the c/endarmes read- 
ing a paper in which he saw his last piece 
announced, — " Les Colliers d'Or." By this means 
he managed to assure the- maire of his identity, 
and by him was invited home to breakfast; and 
they became good friends ever afterwards. 

Throagh his acquaintance with Pleyel, his con- 
certs were most frequently given in Salle Pieyel, 
where he was assisted by his friends Marmontel, 
Le Couppey, Offenbach, Jos, Ascher, and many 
others. It was at this time that he was invited 
by Zimmermaun, of the Paris Conservatoire, to 
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become one of the judges at t!ie concours of the 
conservatory. 

During the winter of 1846-47, he gave a series 
of concerts with Berlioz, at the Italian opera. 
They were a most brilliant success. 

In the spring of 1847, he was so wearied and 
overworked from his musical studies, that his 
physicians i-ecommciided a tour through Switzer- 
land. At Geneva, and afterwards at Lausanne, 
he met the Grand Duchess of Russia, who was 
most kind to him, and presented him with a very 
elegant diamond-and-pearl pin. At Vevay, a 
small town on Lake Geneva, he gave a charity 
concert for the blind, with the proceeds from 
which part of the hospital was built which now 
beare his name. 

Loaded with gifts, "he returned to Paris in 
December to welcome his mother, sisters, and 
brothers, who had come to meet him. He 
remained with them for a year, working at his 
musical studies, and completing some of his most 
exquisite pieces, which he had composed during 
his tour in Switzerland. Among them we find 
the " Mancenillier," arranged for two pianos, 
" Chasse dc jeune Henri," " Songc d'une Nuit 
d'Kt6," and " La Moissonnense Miizurka." 

He did not devote himself so exclusively to the 
study of his art as to render him selfish to others. 
He gave many concerts, but all for charitable 
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purposes. In a letter from liis sister Clara, she 
mentions one of these concerts, and how painful 
his playing had been. She says, — 

" He was very fond of us, and would play with 
the little ones on the floor for hours. Once, I 
remember, the day of a concert in Paris, he was 
amusing little Gaston with a top, when, in taking 
it up in his outstretched hand, he ran a splinter 
of wood in the finger, and had to play in the 
evening with a bleeding band," 

The concert which attracted the most public 
attention was the great charity-concert for the 
workmen of Mr. Pleyel. The buildings had been 
burned, and for three months the poor people had 
been in a starving condition. Gottschalk, hearing 
of it, immediately gave a monster concert for tlieir 
benefit. His sister's account of it is too modestly 
simple to be ignored : — 

" At the close of the concert, one of the oldest 
workmen stejjped upon the platform, and, in the 
name of his fellow-workmen, made a little speech 
of thankfulness to Moreau, and presented him 
with a houquet. It was such a pretty bouquet, 
I remember. Mamma got it, of course ; for Mo- 
reau gave all his flowers to her." 

In the spring of 1849, he started for a concert- 
tour throughout France, He was feasted, courted, 
and loaded with every mark of distinction. When 
he reached Bordeaux, he heard that his father had 



Google 



LOUIS MOREAU GOTTSCHALK. 47 

arrived in Pai'is from New Orleans: so he retarned 
immediately to the capital. His sister writes,' — 

" After a few days given to supremest enjoy- 
ment of our happy re-union, they went together to 
Bordeaux; and thither Moreau embarked for 
Spain, and papa came back to us." 

In Spain he was most kindly received by the 
queen, being provided with rooms and entertained 
in the palace. From the king he received two 
orders, — that of the diamond cross of " Isabella 
la Catholique," and that of the " Leon d'HoIstein." 
The sword of honor, " El Chielanero," was also 
presented to him. The Due de Montpensier was 
among liis friends and admirers. One of bis 
finest waltzes for two pianos was composed for a 
fSte given by the Duchess. As he had but sliort 
notice of the event, he composed the work in four 
hours. The second piano was played by Don 
Carlos. 

It was during this visit to the Spanish capital 
that an incident occurred, strikingly illustrative of 
liis romantic love of adventure, and the generous 
character of bis impulses. 

It is thus given by a friend : — 

" His concerts had produced a decided sensation ; 
in fact, bad taken the people quite by storm. The 
furore occasioned by his success was very general : 
it was such as easily to fascinate the mind of an 
imaginative and impressible young Spanish girl, 
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and one such was caught by the splendid glamour. 
She was confined to her sick chamber, even to her 
bed : her friends considered her near her end. 
But she was enthusiastically fond of music, and 
the fame of this celebrated young artist had 
inspired her with a most passionate desire to Jieat 
him. How idle the hope ! Her people were in 
very humble circumstances, and accordingly were 
not in a condition to compensate the musician for 
so great pains as paying her a visit, and giving a 
concert for her exclusive benefit, would involve. 
But she would take no denial : she felt that she 
must hear this man before she died. Could she 
hut once be entranced by his delicious, dreamy 
music,' she could say, ' Welcome death ! ' 

" Her request was made known to the great 
pianist. To the utter astonishment of all, he at 
once gave orders for his piano to be conveyed to 
her humble abode, and he himself straightwav 
followed it. Tlieu, bythe bedside of that dying 
girl, he proceeded to discourse such music as only 
he, perhaps, under tlie strange circumstances, 
could. He was iu his element. His fair listener, 
it need not be said, was iu hers. Nay, she was 
only too happy. Under the stress of the raptur- 
ous and grateful emotions inspired by this kind 
and gratuitous service on the part of the distin- 
guished and beautiful stranger, the frail tabernacle 
rontaining that passionate young nature was 
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shaken, and the enfranchised spirit had flown ere 
he finished his final chord." 

He remained in Spain for two years, and 
returned to Paris in the autumn of 1852, in order 
to say farewell to his mother and sisters, previous 
to sailing for New York, where his father and 
brother Edward awaited him. C^ 

Notwithstanding the petitions of his friends, he 
refused to give a public concert before his depart- 
ure ; he preferred to spend all the time possible 
with his mother and sisters. One evening, how- 
ever, he invited a few friends, and played for 
them as he never played in public. It was a 
sweet, dreamy prehiding of sorrowful yet prayer- 
ful hope for the future, the entrancing harmony 
of the present; while the joyous, sparkling memo- 
ries of his past childhood flashed tlirough the 
music-dreams he wove about the loving hearts 
who heard him, stilling their sorrow at parting, 
holding them spell-bound at visions so pure of the 
unknown future into which he was hastening. 

The silent, suffering heart of his mother beat 
softly as she iistcned ; the beautiful eyes of his 
sisters filled and overflowed with weight of tears ; 
love tender and true filled every heart : and, when 
the last vibration of a passionate minor cadence 
trembled into silence, gentle voices whispered 
"Farewell," and Louis Moreau Gottschalk was 
never again heard in Paris. 



.yGooglc 



Olt LIFE AND LETTERS OF 

*'We part forever now, my child," murmured 
the soft voice of liia mother as he knelt beside 
her, his beautiful liead resting upon her bosom, his 
strong young arms holding her close in a loving 
embrace. He was silent, save the convulsive 
sobs that shook liis frame. Both felt that they 
should never again meet in this world ; and, amid 
prayers and blessings, her lips rested on his pure 
young brow for the last time, — fitting chrism of 
holiest love, a memory to calm and hallow for all 
time every thought, and lead him in the hour of 
temptation and sorrow into nobler dreams, purer, 
more spiritual visions of the brighter land whither 
she was soon called to await her first-born dar- 
ling. 
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perfectethmankiad." — BACOIt. 
flfator in tiy Bight 



IT is an easy matter for the biographer of one 
so publicly noted as Mi-, Gottsciialk to turn 
over files of old journals, and gather from them 
daily notices and criticisms of concerts ; but it is 
not so easy to trace the personal history of tlie 
artist in the gratitude his kindly reception in 
America caused him to feel. That he was liappy 
and grateiul for these well-earned triumphs is 
vciy true ; and his earlier friends all bear testi- 
mony to the simplicity and modesty with which 
he received congratulations, showered upon him 
after his first brilliant concert at Niblo's, in New 
York. 

How well that night is recalled ! In childlike 
wonder, a young girl had gazed at the strange 
name, " Gotcschale," on the posters at either 
side the entrance to Niblo's, as she passed 
through Broadway in the afternoon ; and in licr 
private journal is still kept the following notica 
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of the distinguished stranger pianist, which she 
cnt from the evening paper after her father had 
laid it aside, and settled hack in his " King chair " 
for an after-dinner nap. 

It is thus that Hector Berlioz speaks of the 
young artiste: — 
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Very patiently the young girl stood while her 
maid adjusted the pinky bows and laces of her 
new opera-honnet ; and carefully she shook out 
the folds of a pink-satin opera-cloak, as slie 
alighted from the carriage, and took her father's 
arm to enter the concert-room. 
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The crowd of beautiful and riclily- dressed wo- 
men, and the low hum of conversational excite- 
ment, the flutter of fans, the expectant glances 
towards the stage, — how all these flash before 
her as she recalls the night of Gottsehalk's first 
concert in New York. At last the hum of voices 
was drowned in the burst of applause that 
greeted the entrance of the artiste. There ht 
stood, gracefully inclining towards his audience, 
one hand resting on the corner of the piano, the 
other pressed to his breast as he repeatedly 
bowed in acknowledgment of his enthusiastic 
reception. At last he- seated himself at the piano, 
and drew off his gloves, for a moment his delicate, 
slender hands were half clasped or folded togeth- 
er, and then they poised an instant over the keys. 

A magnetic thrill flashed over the audience as 
lightning-iike arpeggios blended harmonies so full 
of languor and luxuriance, that one could not 
recall the motlvo rippling through the fanlasla he 
played. She cannot i-ecall all of the programme : 
she only remembers ilie magnetic power of the 
music, the dreamful beauty of liis eyes, and the 
softly outlined melancholy in his face. 

" The Home Journal " of the following day con- 
tained the best criticism, perhaps, of this concert. 

" Mr. Gottschalk, tie American pianist, made his dibul 
tt Niblo's Saloon on Friday, tio lllh instant. Wu mention 
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the date, because ws are coaviaced thaf the musioal Llstoiy 
of the country will requirt, thit it should be preserved 
To say that his success wis of the most unequivocU de- 
scription can convey to the readers miod lo idea of the 
frenzy of enthusiasm which hi= poi&rmince evtited Hia 
playing is precisely of the kind Hliith most palpably hits 
the popular taste. His effects ire stroi g and ponerJul 
He dashes at the instrument as Murat chij^eJ the enemj 
and has command of its most Ktent possibilities His 
playing has the effect of in orchestra and the modulation 
of a single instrument. He is the only pianist we have yet 
heard who can electrify and inflame an assembly. He 
produces the same sort and the same degree of effect as 
tliat which orahny sometimes has in times of public com- 
motion. This is not cxi^geration, as every one will bear 
witness who has heard him pertbrm ; but a simple stftte- 
ment of facts. A sober judgment of his powers as com- 
pared witb tliose of other eminent pianists we are not pre- 
pared to give ; since it was impossible not to be carried 
away with the enthui^iasm 6f tlie occasion. But we hope to 
hoar him again at an early day, and to consider his pertbrm- 
ance more coolly. The feeling of the audience was well 
expressed by a distinguished lady who attended the con- 
cert, who remarked, ' Gottschalk has fhe dexterity of Jacll- 
the power of De Meyer, and the taste of Iler/,' " 

But " The Tribune " of New York vi'as nearer 
the truth ill its critieisra tJian any other paper, 
although it eulogized him somewhat awkwardly 
by implying that Beethoven was well enough in 
his way, but it had been permitted to a citizen of 
our republic to get ahead of classical " old fogies." 
Whether this was intended as a compliment al 
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the expense of Beethoven, or of his classical sup- 
porters in this countiy, must be decided by per- 
sonal common sense. It will be as well perhaps 
to give an extract from that very excellent but 
conservative journal which rules the Boston 
musical world with a rod of iron. The criticism 
is just, and generous inasmuch as the writer has 
not " eaiiglit the spirit of the article referred to." 

" But ' The Tribune,' usually eo sound and cautious, 
goes ahead of all in the extravagance of its pr^se, and 
has a tlieory for it : namely, that it is an agu of progress, 
and that we must not nail out notions of perfection in 
piano-music down to Beethoven's ' Sonatas ; ' and that it 
may he permitted to a young man, a (iitjzcn of this great 
' manifeslnlestiny ' republic, to go beyond those ' old 
fogies ' who are cried up as ' classical.' That is the drift of 
it. And the implied inference is, that Beethoven was well 
enough in his way, but that Gottsehalk has opened a new 
path, &c., &c. In what? So far as we are told, in 
mechanism, in writing niusie for the piano ; so iLat with its 
natural imperfections it may, by dint of wonderful execu- 
tion, in some manner represent the breadth of a full 
orchestra, and ring at once through all tho compass of its 
seven octaves. Now, Beethoven and composers of creative 
genius wi'ite secondarily for the piano, but primarily for 
art; for the expression of musical ideas and inspirations 
born in the mind, and not made to order from the fingers. 
In the respects whicb ' The Tribune ' critic mainly looks 
to, Gottschalk may very naturally liave got beyond Beet- 
hoven, as Thalberg and Listz have done ; but in the re- 
spects which give the sonatas of Beethoven their rank in 
history, and their value in the souls of all true musio 
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lovers, and which are irrespective of mere mechanica. 
adaptation to an exhaustive employment of the instrument, 
it sounds a littlo paradoxical to hear it said that tltese 
Bonataa aru surpassed by a young man, an American, 
chiefly noted for a brilliant play, and for the composition 
of' Bananiers ' and ' Bamboulas.' Genius, to be sure, is 
of no country, is the greatest of God's gifts to man, and 
shall be welcome, moi-e than welcome, whenever and under 
whatever form it shall approach ; but we cannot accept it 
on suck showing (if we have rightly caught the spirit of 
the article referred to). 

"Wishing to do full justice in the premises, and not 
ignore a 'new phenomenon,* we design soon to condense 
for our readers a history of young Gottselialk's carBcr, from 
' The Courier des Etats Unis,' if we can only find its facts, 
separable from the superlative eulogy that swells every 
sentence, comparing his chiliihood to Mozart's, his grace 
and delicacy io Chopin, his vu'tuosity in general to that of 
Listz and Thalberg, &c., &e." 

At the pianist's second concert, Feb. 17, 1853, 
liis playing won if possible even more applause.. 
The programme contained many of tlie execu- 
toTit's compositions, — showy, brilliant, and descrip- 
tive, well suited to a New- York audience of that 
period, but should not be classed with pro- 
grammes of the present day, and judged severely 
for its lightness and display of the " modern f/nger- 
miracle school." 

" Baraboula," " Le Savane," " Banoiiier," 
and " Carnival de Veiiise," were admirably ren- 
dered ; but the gem of the evening was the 
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" JerosEtlem," played with Mr. Richard HofFman. 
This fantasie had been composed at the request 

of Her Imperial Highness, Madame la Grande 
Diichesse, Anne de Russie, and was played for 
the first time at afSte which this princess gave in 
the summer-palace of La Boissiere, in honor of 
their Majesties the Queen of Sardinia, Prussia, 
Saxony, Prince Albert of Prussia, and Russian 
princesses innumerable. 

Its gi'and progression of harmonies works out 
a unity of thought that wraps a dreamland of 
Eastern spiendor about those who hear it, bearing 
them far away among the rosy oleanjier blooms 
on the banks of the Jordan, the rippling murmurs 
of Brook Kedron, the glorious temple-service 
of the earthly type of " Jerusalem the Golden," 
the calm moonlight of Olivet, and the mournful 
desolations of the Roman Legions under the Em- 
peror of the West, 

It was after this concert that a father asked of 
his daughter, " Will you take lessons of Thalberg, 
or Gottschaik?" 

" Father, how can you ask such a question ? 
Why, of Gottschaik, most assuredly! But will 
he give lessons ? " 

The question was not decided until three years 
later ; when, at the urgent request of his numer- 
ous friends, he consented to take pupils during the 
six or eight weeks of his stay in New York. So, 
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one cold March morning in the spring of 1856, 
she stood before Mr. Gottschalk as his pupii. 

He looked at her with an expression of polite 
nonchalance, then raised his eyes to an exquisite 
painting of St. Cecilia hanging near the piano, 
and a few panels of Fra Angeiico's angels sur- 
sounding it. 

" Do you love pictures, Mr. Gottschalk ? " was 
her first question. 

" Yes," he rephed, "such gems as these. Your 
parents have excellent taste." 

She tossed her fiead as much as to say, " Why 
shouldn't they ? " But, catching an amused smile 
trying to assert itself in Mr. Gottschalk's face, she 
added, " Tiiese pictures belonged to my mother's 
grandfather. But we think more of the engrav- 
ings he collected in Europe. Come into the library: 
I will show them to you." She was leading the 
way across the hall, when he reminded Jier that 
he must first give the music-lesson. " Oh, no ! " 
she replied: "it can wait. Pictures are much 
more entertaining to us both, I fancy." 

" Then mademoiselle does not care for music ? " 

" Indeed I do, but love it too much to endure 
my poor attempts. It discourages me to look at 
a piano," 

" Then I wouldn't look at it. I would just 
give it a good sharp strike like this ; " and he 
seated himself hefoi-e the " Chickering grand." 
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It was perfect misery to hear him. She could 
not endure wliat seemed a procession of equi- 
noxes, storms of dominant sevenths, — universal 
discords to every nerve, "That's horrid!" she 
exclaimed at last. " Oh, do let me have some 
music 1 Such undecided uotliings frighten me." 

A quick glance up to her scowling fac^, a merry 
laiigh, and he ceased ; hut that did not please lier. 
"No," she added- quickly; "don't stop there: 
just please resolve that last chord into the tonic. 
I shall wait for it." 

Another laugh, " Ah ! mademoiselle is mwsi'a- 
enne. I liope she will not be liept waiting like the 
poor pianist in Prague." And then he told an 
amusing story of a musician, who, pi-actising over 
some music, was suddenly interrupted. All day 
long he was busied, and could not return to tlie 
piano ; and when he retired at night, tired as he 
was, he could not sleep. Suddenly he remem- 
bered tlie cause ; he had been interrupted just 
after a note " sensible," and his brain was waiting 
for the resolution of the chord. lie arose and 
went, to the piano, struck the chord, and retired 
to bed to sleep soundly. 

As Mr. Gottschalk ?piike, he had been turning 
over some of his pupil's music, " Ah ! here is 
something of Gade's, — a scherzo : come play it 
for mo." 

She drew back. " No, 1 am trembling al 
over; I can't play," she replied. 
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" Then watch me. Now please watch very 
attentively." He played the first phrases exqut-- 
siteiy ; then he made a slight mistake (purposely, 
of course) : but she had impulsively betrayed her 
surprise. She could not see his face, but felt that 
he was laughing at her nervousness. Then lie 
made an absurd discord, and, sprmging up from 
the piano, said, " There, sit down, mademoiselle, 
and play for me, I want to look at these Passini 
landscapes ; " and he walked to the farthest comer 
of the room. 

She obeyed him, and never before had she 
played so well ; for, being left entirely alone, she 
was relieved from nervousness. 

As she ceased, Mr. Gottschalk stood beside 
her. " You did not finger that passage as I should 
have done ; at least, it did not sound firm enough. 
Of course, I didn't see; but did not you take it 
thns ? " and he played it, using her habit of fin- 
gering. " Now take it thus, — binding the pas- 
sage in a legato-staeeato, if I may so express it, by 
usmg the fourth and fifth fingers for the prepara- 
tory trill ; " and he gave the phrase with exquisite 
delicacy of touch. A few more simple sugges- 
tions, and lie left it for her to study, also an 6tude 
of Heller's ; and advised her to read four or five 
pages ffoni Beetiioven every day, noting carefully 
the phrasing, but more particularly the rhythm 
of each measure in its beautiful completeness, yet 
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dependent upon the foHowIng measures, " even as 
our Southern rhododendrons are dependent upon 
the unfolding of each tiny flower for the, full 
glory of the blossom." 

He looked over the music again, and, taking up 
the " Mandelssohn Lieder," played over the 
Venetian Gondola song, — that exquisite dream 
of a republic built amidst the murmur of the 
waste of waves, " set like a golden clasp on 
the girdle of the earth, her liistory written on the 
white scrolls of the sea-surges, worded in their 
thunder to gather and give forth in world-wide 
pulsation the glory of the West and of the East, 
from the burning heart of her fortitude and 
splendor." 

The music ceased ; he leaned forward, and 
looked at his pupil. " Tell me what you thought 
about while I played." 

" Come to the library, and I will show you." 
She took up Ruskiu's " Stones of Venice," and 
read to Mr. Gottschalk the passage quoted above ; 
then hauded him a little sketch she had once made 
of— 

" Only a waste of waters. 
Only a titleless sea;" 

and, hovering above it in misty vision, the high 
altar of Torcello, and the exquisite tracery of St. 
Mark's glittering in the golden light of morning. 
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" Yes," he replied, after gazing at the sbetcli, 
" that may be the dream, but not the vision Men- 
delssohn saw : let me read you this passage : — 

" ' The greater part of the sublimity of the 
sea ifpends on its monotony. So also there is 
sublimity in darkness in which there is no light. 
Monotony, after a certain time or beyond a cer- 
tain degree, becomes intolerable : the musician is 
obliged to breah it in one or two ways ; the 
melody harmonized, new passages in t reduced- 
Nature uses both kinds of variation perpetually. 
The sea-waves, resembling each other in general 
mass, but none like its brother in minor divisions 
and curves, are a monotony of the first kind ; the 
great plain, broken by an emergent rock or clump 
of trees, is a monotony of the second, 

"' A great man will be ready to endure much 
darkness of fortune, in order to reach greater 
eminence of power or felicity ; while an inferior 
man will not pay the price. Exactly in like man- 
ner a great mind will accept or even delight m 
monotony which would be wearisome to an infe- 
rior intellect, because it has more patience and 
power of expectation, and is ready to pay the full 
price for the great future pleasure of change. But, 
in all cases, it is not that tlie noble nature loves 
monotony, any more than it loves dai'kness or 
pain. But it can bear with it, and receives high 
pleasure in the endurance of patience, — a pleasure 
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necessary to the well-being of this world; while 
those who will not submit to the temporary same- 
ness, but rush from one change to another, 
gradually dull the edge of change itself, and bring 
a shadow and weariness over tlie whole world, 
from which there is no more escape.' " 

He closed the book, and hurriedly glanced at 
the clock, " How shall I apologize, mademoiselle ? 
I have been so very rude as to usurp half of your 
morning." 

"I fear mademoiselle has unintentionally de- 
tained you, Mr. Gottschalk," said the governess, 
looking up from her embroidery, and speaking for 
the first time. " You must punish her by not 
giving her another lesson this week, since she has 
taken the time of two in one." 

" j1« eontralre, the punishment would all be 
mine in such case : and I don't like to suffer ; my 
Southern n^ure rebels against pain. I shall 
be here on Thursday, mademoiselle," With 
graceful reverence he left their presence ; and, 
throwing herself at the feet of her governess, the 
young aristocrat exclaimed, " What a shame he is 
onlt/ a munc-teacher ! " 

Ah! little thougiit that fair girl, that, eight 
years later, she, too, would be " only a musie' 
teacher," and Moreau Gottschalk her truest, 
noblest friend and benefactor ; and that. In her 
hours of despairing and discouragement, hia 
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beautiful smile would cause her to Wust and 
laugh herself Into a certain content again, as he 
repeated in gentlest tone, "Poor child, what a 
shame the is only a musio4,eaeher / " 
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leited and nnoltacked ; bnt 



YAEIOUS were the comments of t!ie Boston 
musical world when Gottsclialk's first con- 
cert in that city was announced to take place at 
Music Hall, Oct. 18, 1853. Criticism must pre- 
cede every thing in Boston: these slirewd people 
take notliing on trust ; and renown, however 
great, won in other cilies, is notliing here unless 
approved hy those wliose extremely cultured tastes 
and superior intellects render them capable (in 
their own esteem at least) of passing judgment 
upon artistes who have made a life-work of a 
science which those who listen have only studied 
to — criticise ! 

That Gottschalk passed triumphantly through 
this ordeal, the journals of that date bear ample 
testiraonv. Of course we must y>ardany except 
"Dwight's;" for when is that worthy journal 
sufflcienfly unbiassed by the formaiitiea of clas- 
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sical criticism to tell earnest truth from a generons 
heart ? We would not dispute the vast musical 
knowledge and splendid ability of its editorial 
criticism : we only regret that intellectual conser- 
vatism is used in the place of the charitable, 
catholic spirit which should prevail among those 
w ho honestly desire musical advancement. 

Gottschalk's first concert was judiciously criti- 
cised. Let the best portion of the criticism speak 
for itself: — 

" Well, at the concert, — wbich, by the way, did not half 
fill the Boston Music Hall, owing partly, we believe, to ihe 
ono-dollar price, and partly, wo hope, to distrust of an artist 
who plays wholly his own compositions, — our expectation 
was confirmed. There was indeed most brilliant execu- 
tion ; we bave liearil none more brilliant, but are not yet 
prepared to say that Jaell's was less so. Gottschalk'a 
touch is the most cleur and crisp and beautilUl that we have 
erer known. His play is free and bold and sure and 
graceful in the extreme; his runs pure and liquid; his 
figures always clean and perfectly defined ; liis command 
of rapid octave passages pix>digious : and so we might go 
through witt all the technical points of masterly execution. 
It loos great execution. But what is execution, without 
some thought and meaning in the combinations to be exe- 
cuted? 

" Hie most imposing piece of Mr. Gottschalk was called 
Jerusalem,' — a triumphal fantasia for two pianos, in the 
Croat difficulties of which he was ably seconded by Mr. J, 
Pychowsky, who played at disadvantage from a bastily- 
niade manuscript copy. In portions of this there was a 
certain Dc Meyer-Uke pomp and breadth, of harmony; but 
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the ideas seemed commonplace, and the work as a whole 
left, but a heavy and confused impression. There was a 
certaia grace and individuality in the 'Savane' and 'Ba- 
nanier,' whieh he styles ' Poolic Caprices,' though not enough 
to build the iame of genius on. His ' Carnival of Venice ' 
we did not hear. 

" Skilful, graceful, brilliant, wonderful, we own his play- 
ing was. But players lesa wonderful have given us fer 
deeper satisfaction. We have seen a criticism upon that 
concert, in which it was regretted that his music was too 
fine for common apprehension, ' too miteh addressed to the 
reanoning fitculties,' &c. To us the want was, that it did 
not address the reason ; that it seemed empty of ideas, of 
inspiration ; that it spake little to the mind or heart, ex- 
cited neither meditation nor emotion, but simply dazzled by 
tlie display of difficult feats gratefully and easily achieved. 
But of what use were all these difficulties? ('Difficult! I 
wish it was impomble' said Dr. Johnson.) AVhy all that 
rapid tossing of handfula of chords from the middle to the 
highest octaves, Ufting tlie hand with such conscious appeal 
to our eyes 7 To what end all those rapid octave passages ? 
since, in the intervals of easy execution, in the seemingly 
quiet impromptu passages, the music grew so monotonous 
and commonplace: the same little figure repeated and 
repeated, after listless pauses, in a way which conveyed no 
meaning, no sense of musical progress, but only the appear- 
ance of fastidiously critJcai scale-practising." 

We omit the poftion where the editor doubts 
wliether Gottscbalk's forte is composition, and 
where he ptx)inises to forgive and forget all that is 
lacking " to place him in the rank of finely orijri- 
nal piano-forte composers," "if with hia splendid 
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n he will evince the soul and Jire and Judg- 
ment also " for the works of Beethoven, Onslow, 
&c., and turn to the criticism upon his second 
concert : — 

"In iKe second concert he played some classic music, 
and played it well, — with clearness, delicacy, and feeling ; 
especially tbe sonata for four hands by Onslow, in which 
he was ably seconded by Mr. Pychowsky. The surpassing 
beauty of his touch lent a, rare beauty to these works. 
The ' Kreutzer Sonata,' with Mr. Suck as violinist, we 
enjoyed ; but not more than we hava done at the hands 
of several less remarkable pianista. There might have been 
more of the Beethoven fire and earnestness in opeaiog the 
adagio, if they had first wrought themselves up to the true 
pitdi of fervor by playing t^ie first movement. 

" Again : on the first night Mr. Gottschalk appeared to 
play with a cold nonchalance, like a merely executive vir- 
tuoso. This time his very sadness {from the news of his 
father's death, as well as from wounded self-esteem at miss- 
ing the enthusiasm hei-e which he had riused in Paris) 
seemed to re-act in the way of inspiration on his playing: 
there was a touch of genuine feeling, added to his grace 
of execution 

" Again the few hitlc piece o( his own which he did 
introduce hai more ehtrin of indiviluilitv thin those he 
gave beJort and they did not di^ippoint us because they 
did not chim too mm.h Thej were quite unpretondin-; 
pleasing Jittle fancips the b-iUade with whuh he answered 
an encote wa? even more than that But who co ild think 
for a moment of compinng them with such fine inspira- 
tions as any of the little mazouikis or nocturnos of Cho- 
pin ; tbe Invitation of IFeber , the little tone poems ot 
Hunselt, Stephen Heller, &c., and much more that we might 
»anie? 
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" His execution of Liszt's fantasia on ' Lucia,' was irott- 
derful, and electrified his audience. But was it wise and 
artist-lilte to introduce more difficulties into the piece than 
Liszt had written 7 We saw the wondrous feats ; but, with 
our eyes shut, would the music hare sounded any better for 
Ihem ? " 

Of this " Lucia " fantasia, " The Boston Trar- 
eller " says, — 

"It was a union of all that makes music delightful, — ■ 
pathos and power, sun and storm, infinite Tariety of ex- 
pression, and almost orchestral effects. 

" We sat near amateurs of acknowledged taste and wide 
experience in music ; and we all agreed, that, as well ia the 
Old World as the New, Gottschalk had claims to be con- 
sidered at the head of his art, joint sovereign with Thal- 

" May we not fear that the American king of music ma-' 
feel no desire to occupy his throne ia Boston, and that Ll 
disloyal and un sympathizing subjects may induce him to 
desert us for the more genial South ? " 

It was not these critical, cold-hearted subjects 
who caused him to go South. He liked Boston 
well enough, for he had most excellent friends and 
admirers there ; hut, for dear Music's sake, he 
sought a richer soil wherein to plant his school of 
musical composition. 

New York, with its impulsive and generous 
heart, received him gladly, and enthroned him 
king of pianists, in reverence and love. Tha 
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genial, truth-loving Philadelphia, welcomed him 
with joy ; the gay, free-hearted Chicago hailed 
him rapturously. Every city throughout the 
Union crowned him king with homage most loyal ; 
but Boston — that comically conservative, clas- 
sics, city, where brains appear to petiify the hearts 
of the people, and intellectual musical apprecia- 
tion is (or rather was) measured on the Procus- 
tean bed of the " Journal of Music " — dared not 
pvUicly honor Mm. 

To one man, indeed, do the friends of Gotts- 
chalk turn with love and reverence ; for among 
the noblest acts in the life of Jonas Chtckering, 
was the firm friendship and generous encourage- 
ment he ever extended to the young pianist. 

During the winter of 1853^4, Gottschalk vis- 
ited the Middle States and New Orleans, returning 
in the fall of 1855 to New York, and giving occa- 
sional concerts in Albany, Syracuse, and the 
larger cities in the western part of the State. 

In November he went to Philadelphia. The 
following letter was written a short time before 
his departure for New Orleans and the West 
Indies : — 

To George Wn-biAM Wahren, Pjiofkshor op Piaho, 

My dear, amiable, and loorthy Friend, — I liave liad so 
much to do lately, that I could not answer your kind letter, 
■fhe newspapers were received. I read the artide, and 



vGoogle 



LOUIS MOEEAU GOTTSCSALK. l\ 

gave it to read to all my friends, who dc-Llored tliat it waa 
one of tlie best, if not the 6es(, that had been written on me 
in this country. I wish I iinew how to express my i;rati- 
tude to jou. I was in hopes that jou would come to New 
Tori:, and that I would have then an opportunity of enter- 
taining you in some way or other: but 1 see from jour 
last that you have changed your mind ; I am really sorry 

I have received a letter of iiiTitation fixini a friend of 
mine, Zoimileny, pianist in Baltimore, who invites me to 
give a farewell concert in tbat city. He says that he has 
organized it, and that I cannot but do well. In Lancaster 
I gave one concert last week, and give my second in a fetv 
days. My intention was not to return there ; but 1 reeeivi-d 
yesterday an address signed by the most iollacntial people 
of the place, requesting me to come and give a farewell 

Berlioz wrote me a long letter, which I received two 
days ago. He tells me confidecfially some decisions of the 
jury (Paris World's Fair). . . . 

I saw the " Prophete." It is a mere shadow of Meyer- 
beer's "Prophfete." They have cut off two-thirds of the 
first act; one trio ajid one ehoi-us in the second act; two 
choruses, two arias, and a whole scene in the third ; half a 
duett and the whole trio in the fourth act; and as to the 
last act, it is mutilated. I do not speak of the ballets, 
which do not exist at all, although they are most important 
in this opera. The new tenor has failed completely, lie 
has a somewhat pretty voice, but no power, and is no actor 
at all. He looks like a cook. Madame LaGrange is a 
great artiste. She is the one who supports alone the weight 
of the whole opera. 

Give my respects to your mother and father, and reeeiva 
for yourself, my dear friend, the assurance of my cordial 
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Bad sincere friendship. Excuse my " ffi-iffonnage." IwM 
in a hurry, and wrote with a most detestable pen. My 
regards to our enaineat, amiable, and sympathetic friend, 
P^mer.* Gottschalk. 

Phuadkij'Hia, Hot. 10, 1856. 

• Palmer, the ecaJplor. 
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SENZA FORTE. 



IN the spring of 1857, Mr. Gottschalk writes 
from Havana to a friend in New York of a 
brilliant entertainment given him there by tlie 
captain -general, at which banquet six hundred 
guests were present. His fii'st concert was to be 
given the following nigjit at the Tacon Theatre. 
Maretzek, who at that time occupied the house 
with his Italian opera troupe, resigned the use of 
the theatre in favor of him for one evening. 
To the brilliantly and success of this entertain- 
ment the journals of the day bear ample witness. 
A few extracts from a letter to a friend will show 
how earnestly he enjoyed himself. 

"The sky, the air, the flowers, the fruits, are full of 
music to mc; and, although I cannot say aa much for the 
ranque, unsympaiJtetic voices of tfie people, I find enough 
pensively-mclancholj' heauty in some of the faces I see to 
keep me in the minore you love so well. Especially chil- 
dren. How dreamily beautiful they are I Such eyes I you 
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can look into them, and fdrly lose yourself in a labyrinth 
more bewitching than tlie one owned by that ci-uel papa of 
Mademoiselle Ai'iadne 1 By the way, study the orchestra- 
tion of ' Ariadne.' To me it is full of soft, seductive wiles ; 
you can lose yourself in untying the silken braids of har- 
mony; and when untiad, and you hold thera in your com- 
prehension, it is nothing but womanly love which can 
weave them again. Now I recall the criticism you made 
on a similar harmony. Do you remember that irvUin&e at 
the academy (the day the little lame boy brought me the 
tuberoses, and 6aid he wanted to give them to mo 
because I w^ Louis Goitschalk, and made him think of 
tuberoses whenever I played) 7 I have forgotten the 
theme they were giving; hut I asked you how you liked the 
orchestration, and you said, ' It is like a 

" Swarm of fire-flies 
Tangled in a Bilver braid." ' 

Had you said 'siUcen,' it would have given you my notion 
of ' Ariadne.' 

" How 1 have wandered from the subject of my present 
surroundings, which I meant to sketch for you I I cannot 
say more this morning. I will write by the next steamer, 
jnlesa some ' nina hermosa ' runs off with my heart before I 
have time to say, as ever, ' £>ios te Jiaga bueno.' " 

No " beautiful child " charmed liim into forget- 
fulness of his coiTespondence with his friend ; 
but his letters were more hurried, and filled with 
mere local news. In one lie refers to the coming 
of Arthur Napoleon, speaking of him as "«n 
vrai mmicim,'" and says, — 
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" I wish I could, be in New York to welcome him. 
He is a mere boy ; but so bright, so full of poetic fire I 
He writes well, and, dearer th^in all to your heart, ha 
plaj'3 choss well enough to checkmate your brilliant 
self I Ton could have almost as ' kaleidescopy a coa- 
Teraation ' as you do with nie ; for he speaks French, 
German, Spanish, and English ; but whether he murders 
Italian as cSectivoIy as a certain friend of yours, I shall 
leave you to discover. Hear him, and tell me every thing 
you think of him musicalli/; then I will write — to introtiuce 
him to you. I want you to judge him first, as you would an 
utter stranger. I am sorry now I've written so much about 
him. He is an arlk/e of the present." 

In another letter he asks, — 

" Tell me what you think of ' Chant du Soldat' Hall 
will publish it soon. ' RIcordati ' and ' Valae Poetiquu ' I 
hope to hear erilieised by your own iipa ; for I now expect 
t« return before they are published." 

It was six years, liowever, before he returneJ ; 
and Artimi* N;ipoleon did not come to this coun- 
try until tiie following December, 1858. 

In Janua.ry, 1859, the musical papers published 
in New Yorlc, speaking of Gottschalk, tell us of 
his still "dallying in the fragrant islands of the » 
West Indies." His career was one of unex-'7 
ampled prosperity. ■ His presence in a town was 
the signal for a festival : on these occasions, from a 
hundred and fifty to two hundred musicians 
were secured to assist. It is not astonishing, 
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therefore, that the- list of his publications that 
year amount to the insignificant ones of " Hurrah 
Galop " by " Sev&n Octaves," and a few others of 
that sort. And here, perhaps, will be the best 
place to explain Mr. Gottscbalk's reason for that 
unique nam deplume. He writes to a friend, — 

"I think so little of these compositions" (referring to 
"Chant de Martyr," "Fiury-land Schottiseh," "Love and 
Chivalry "), " that I do not cara to attach my name to them. 
But Ditson will take them witii a noin deplume; so as seven 
octaves precede the full tone, why, I take it as the nearest 
approach to my name I Isn't that 'delicious egotism,' as 
you style any thing particularly absurd ? " 

Another cheerful letter conies from him in 
March, 1859: — 

" Come and breakfast with me some morning. Such 
chocolate, such bananas, such fried plantain I Why, you 
would nuver patronize Delmonlco's again ; the very memory 
of this tropica! life would make it sacrilege ' to enter a lower 
sphere.' What a saving of the contents of yonr porte-monnaie 
that would bo ! Now, really, this life would suit you ; and 
the volantes would charm you for an afternoon perhaps : 
but how you would scold at being prohibited your energetic 
morning walk I ll is not comms U fmtl for ladies to walk 
here : but you c^a find exercise enough in a volante, and 
you might order your calescro to diive through the narrow- 
est, roughest streets he can find (it will be an easy matter) ; 
and, if every nerve isn't braced to its utmost, ' write me 
down ' Ihe animal of Dogberry's desire, on the subject of 
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physical exercise. Don't expect any thing about music in 
this letter, lam working diligently; and, next year, yon 
shall have a musical ' Souvenir tie la Haaane,' and perhaps 
the effect these ojos Crioilos have upon me." 



Tliat he had worked more diligently than in 
former years, let the following tables of his publi- 
cations witness : — 



1B57. 
Chfint da Solilnt, 
Bicordati. 
Volse I'o^tique. 

1868. 
Grand March Solciinelle. 
MinuicASt!villc. 
Reflets <lu I'saai. 

1659. 
Hnrmh Gnl"p. 
Fairy Land Schotliscli. 
Loth and Chivnlry. 



Jeuiie^o Mazourka. 
Pri litem ps d' Amour. 
Goil save the Queen. 
La Chute des Feuillas. 
Ojos Crioilos. (Duo.) 




1861. 


Polonia ( Caprice de Coaowt). 
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FORTE PIANO. 



rnlnlj for me low's aignn! rmliano 


, brlshtenlng. 


FlimcB from her altar o'er my tr 


aot way ! 




mle.« llghtDing 


Lobs wildly pUyi nround the sun 


Dlastray."— OlD 9oB0. 



:N March of the year 1860, Arthur Napoleon 
joined Mr. Gottschalk in Havana, and together 
they gave most brilHant concerts throughout tlie 
West Indies ; the principal one, at the Tacon in 
May, won for both artistes unbounded admiration. 

During the summer, Gottschalk was danger- 
ously ill, but able in August to make a professional 
tour throughout Central America and Venezuela. 
Early in October he returned to Havana, and took 
charge of the orchestia at tlit Ticon Theatre. 
Hisilhiess returned; and throughout the month 
of January he was so d tngeiousl^ suk as to 
require the almost constant attendance of three 
eminent physicians. Fiom this attack he i allied, 
and once more resumed his position it the Ta«on, 
directing the orchestra with wondious abiht^. 

An acquaintance, writing from Cuba in No- 
vember, 1860, says, — 

" I heard yoQT teacher, Louis Moreac Gottschalk, 
latt eight. Yes, he has all the musical ahllity you attribute 
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to him ; but he Beems eo very ' dolce far niente,' and seemi 
so well aBsjrcd of his own powers, I do not enjoy him as 
much as Arthur Napoleon, or even that octave thunderbolt 
Harry SaniJerson. They play without ai-nere pen ■&» and 10 
electrify me ; but Goltscbalk always "cts me to tbinkiag 
why he covers up his melodies with so much ti imming of 
trill, roulade, and arpeggio. I never "hill understand him, 
for I can't go to sleep poetically, as jou and the reat ot 
bis friends do; but last night 1 nmst acknowledge he wis 
magnificent. Of course I was head o*er cars m love with 
him, for his beautiful face and figure, as he came forward to 
the piano. I never saw him looking so well; and the fanta- 
sia he played was full of electric trills. I could think of 
nothing but our chemical lectures at school, where Prof. 
Hyatt touched the Leyden jar with those brass knobs, and 
the sparks snapped and flew about. He gave, as encore, the 
' Valse PoiStique.' You once told me he wrote it at Trenton 
Falls, and ' attuned it to the dash of water, and the foam- 
spray on the moss-banks.' I should think so : and such a 
dream of beauty as it is I I wish I knew him as I do 
Harry Sanderson, But 1 am terribly afraid of him, and 
never appear natural when he speaks to me, not even when 
1 mention you ; for he is so quiet and cool, I should think 
you were only acquaintances, unless I knew better." 

Another letter, written about the same time, 
contains these words : — 

" 1 send you a programme of Gottschalk's concert, so 
that you can see what I enjoyed, — that of which you have 
often told me. I was positively carried to the seventh 
heaven. Like Macbeth's witches, I vanished into thin air 
wid 1 shall never forget .iJie diaine impression such celestial 
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music made upon me. Now, this is not tbe efferruscence 
of boarding-seliool life, but the sincere inillt of the truth." 



What if sucli words were the efFervescence of 
a fresh, girlish heart ? It was to please and capti- 
vate young hearts everywhere that Gottschalk 
labored. Even if, as "the least of the disciples," 
lie labored for dear Music's sake, it was with 
holiest mission of love he spoke to the outcast, 
and the poor in knowledje, of musical science. 
The man's mission Is Christ-like, who goes into 
the highways and hedges of social life to gather 
into the Church of God the ignorant, tlie lame, 
the halt, and the blind ; and, if the Bible tells us 
truly that music is the science of heaven, shall 
not tlie loving heart who speaks to the loiterers 
by the roadside, thrilling them with hope and joy, 
be accounted worthy higher reward than the 
righteous wlio never swerve from the beaten 
pathway of classic science, but preach to and 
teach only the rich in intellectual thought? 

Be tiiis as it may, " With my heart and life I 
thee worsiiip," seemed Moreau Gottschalk's love 
for music. He was true to his nature, true to 
himself, in ail tiiese things ; and the young musi- 
cal world to-day is happier and wiser for his 
influence over sensational music, — the music 
which pleases the multitude. 

His own words regarding his sojourn among 
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the West-India Islands, — the Antilles, — from the 
year 1857 to 1SG2, will give a clearer and better 
idea of his life-thoughts and feelings that often 
actuated him. They are taken from his articles 
puhtished in " The Atlantic Monthry " in the 
spring of 1865 : — 

"KOTES OF A PIANIST. 



" There is n class of persons to whom, art in general is 
but a iashionahle luxury, and music in particular but an 
agreeable sound, an elegant superlluitj-, serving to relieve 
the tedium of conversation at a soirei, and fill up the space 
between sherbets and supper. To such, any philosophical 
discussion on the esthetics of art must seem as puerile an 
occupation as that of the fairy who spent her time weigh- 
ing grains of dust with a spider's web. Artists — to wlioni, 
through a foreign prcjudito wliieh dates back to the barbar- 
ism of the Middle Ages, tliey jiorsist in refusing any high 
place in the social scale — are to them only petty tradesmen 
dealing in suspitious wares (in most instances unshn,wd!v 
BJnee they rarely get rich which aggravates their position) 
while what they call perfornicr= arc looked upon by them 
as mere tricksters or jU"-g!ci3 who profit by thi, d tttjity 
of their fingers, as dancers and atrobits by the a ipplcnesa 
of their limbs. The painter ishose works dt-torate their 
saloons figures in the budget ot tbcir expenses on a hue 
with the upholsterer, whose hangings they speak of in the 
same breath with Church's ' Heart of the Andes,' and Dosa 
Bonheur's ' Cattle Fair.' 

"It is not for such people that I write : but there are 
ttthers — and to these I address myself — who recognize ip 
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the artist the privileged instrument of a moral and ciriliz- 
ing influecee ; who appreciate art because they derive from 
it piu'e and ennobling inspirations ; who respect it because 
it is the higliest expression of human thought aiming at 
the absolute ideal ; and who love it as we love the friend to 
whom we confide our joys and sorrows, and in whom we 
find a feithful response to every movement of the soul 

" Lamartine has laid with truth, ' Music is the literature 
of the heiirt ; it commences where speech end" Jn feet, 
music is apsycho-^hj'ucail phenomenon In its germ, it u 
a sensation ; in its full development, an ideal It is 'suffi- 
cient not to be deaf to perceive music at least, it not to 
appreciate it. Even idiots and miniacs are subject to its 
influence. Not being restr ted to a y pre iso sense, going 
beyond the more letter, and e-^p s n only states of the 
soul, it has Uiis advant!^ over hleraturo — that every 
one can assimilate it to his o vn p'u on lad adapt it to 
the sentiments which rule hi u Is power limited in the 
intelleetual order to the im tali e pas. ons i in that of the 
ima^nalJOQ unlimited. It responds to an intciior indefina- 
ble sense possessed by all, — the ideiil. 

" Litei-ature is always objective : it speaks to the under- 
standing, and determines ia us impressions in keeping with 
the determined sense which it expresses. Mustc, on the 
contrary, may be in turn objective and subjective, according 
to the disposi^ns in which wc find ourselves at the moment 
of hearing it. It is objective, when, affected only by the 
purely physical sensation of so'md, we listen to it passively, 
and it snggests to us impressions. A march, a wait::, a flute 
hnitating a nightingale, the chromatic scate imitating the 
murmuring of the wind in the ' Pastoral Symphony,* may 
be taken as examples. 

"It is subjective, when, under the empire of a latent 
impression, we iliscover in its general character an accord* 



./Google 



LOUIS MOREAU GOTTSCHALK. 83 

ftnce with oar psychological state, and we assimilate it to 
ourselves ; it is tlicii jilie a mifror in which we see reflected 
the movements which agitate us, with a QJelit^ all tlje more 
exact from the Tatt, Ihat, without beiui; conseious of it, we 
ourselves are the paiuters of the picture whieh unrolls itself 
before our imi^i nation. 

" Let me explain. Play a nielantholy air to a prescript 
thinking of his distant home ; to a deserted lover ; to a 
mother raourninn the loss of a child ; to it vanquished war- 
rior : and be assured they will all appropriate to fheniselves 
the plaintive harmonies, and fancy they detect iu them the 
accents of their own grief. 

" The fact of music is still a mystery. We know that it 
is composed of three principles, — air, vibration, and 
rhythmic symmetry. Strike an object in an exhausted 
receiver, and it produces no sound, because no air is there ; 
touch a ringing glass, and the sound stops, because there is 
no vibration ; take away the rhythm of tlie simplest air by 
changing the duration of tiie notes that compose it, and you 
render it obscure and unrecognizable, because you have 
destroyed its symmetry. 

" But why, then, do not several hammers sinking in 
cadence produce music ? Tlicy certainly comply with the 
three conditions of air, vibration, and rhythm. Why is liie 
accord of a third so pleasing to tlie ear V Why is tlic 
minor mode so suggestive of sadness ? There is the mys- 
tery, there the unexplained phenomenon. 

" Wc restrict ourselves to saying that music, which, like 
speech, is perceived through the medium of the car, does 
not, like speech, call upon the brain for an CKplanation of 
the sensation produced by the vibration, on the nerves : it 
addresses itself to a mysterious agent witliin us which is 
superior to intelligence, since it is independent of it, and 
makes us feel that we can neither eoaceive nor expldn. 
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"Let ua examine the various attributes of the mueical 



" 1. Music is a physical agent. It ei 
body shocks which agitate the membera to their base. In 
cIiJTches, the flame of the candles oscillates to the quaka 
of the oi^ii. A powerful orchestra near a sheet of water 
ruffles its surface. A learned traveller speaks of an iron 
ring which swings to and fro to the murmur of the Tivoli 
Falls. In Switzerland, I excited at will, in a poor child 
afflicted with a frightful nervous malady, liysterical and 
catalyptie crises, by playing in the minor key of B flat. 
The celebrated Dr. Bortier asserts that the sound of a 
drum gives hira the colic. Certain medical men state that 
the notes of the trumpet quicken the pulse, and produce 
sUght perspiration. The sound of the bassoon is cold; the 
notes of the French horn at a distance, and of the harp, 
are voluptuous. The flute, played softly in tlie middle 
register, ealms the nerves. Xlie low notes of the piano 
frighten children. J once had a dog who would generally 
sleep on hearing music ; hut, the moment I played in the 
minor key, he would bark piteously. The dog of a cele- 
brated singer, whom I knew, would moan bilterly, and 
give signs of violent suft'ering, the instant his mistress 
chanted the chromatic gamut. A certain chord produces 
on my sejise of hearing the same effect as the heliotrope on 
my sense of smell, and the pine-apple on my sense of taste. 
Rachel's voice delighted the ear by its ring, before one had 
time to seize the sense of what was said, or appreciate the 
purity of her diction. 

"We may affirm, then, that musical sound, -riiythmical 
or not, agitates the whole physical economy, quickens the 
pulse, incites perspiration, and produces a pleasant momen- 
Jary irritation of the nei-vous system. 

" 2, Mvsic is a moral agent. Through the medium of the 
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" The old man, chilled by years, may be insensible to the 
pathetic aucents of liossini, of Jklozart ; but repeat to him 
the simple songs of his youtli— the present vanishes, and the 
iilusionti of the past come back again. I ocee knew an old 
Spanish general wlio detested music. One day I began to 
play to hiui my ' Siege of Sarago^a,' in which is introduced 
the ' Maretta Real' (Spanish national air); and lie wept 
like a child. This air recalled to him tlie immortal defence 
of tlie heroic city, behind the foiling walls of which he had 
fought a^nst the French ; and sounded to him, he said, 
like the voice of all the holy affections expressed by the 
word home. The mercenary Swiss troops, when in Friince 
anil Naples, could not hear the ' Eanz des Vaches ' (the 
shcplierd-song of old and ruiie Helvetia) without being 
overcome by it. IVhen irom mountain to mountain the 
signal of revolt summoned to the cause the three insurgent 
cantons, the desertions caused by this air became so fre- 
quent that the government prohibited it. 

" The reader will remerabei" the comic effect produced 
upon the French troops in the Crimea by the Highlanders 
marching to battle to the sound of the bagpipe, whose 
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harsh, picrciog notes inspired these brave mountaiDeera 
with valor, by recalling to them tlieir country and its heroic 
legends. Napoleon ZII. finds liimself compelled to allow 
the Ai-ab troops incorporated into his array, their barharoua 
tam-tam music, lest they revot. I'he measured beat of the 
drum sustains the soldier in long marches, which otherwise 
would be insupportable. The Marsellaise contributed as 
much towards the Repubhcaa victories in 1793, when 
FrSnce was invaded, as the genius of Gen. Dumouriez. 

" 3. Music is a complex agent. It acts at once on life, 
on the instinct, the forces, the organism. It has a psycho- 
li^ical action. The negroes charm serpents by whistling 
to ihem. It is said ilaC fawns are captivated by a melodi- 
ous voiec; ihe bear is aroused wiih the fife; canaries and 
sparrows enjoy the fli^eolet, In the Antilles, lizards are 
enticed from their retreats by the whistle ; spiders have an 
affection for violinists. In Switzerland, the herdsmen 
attach to tbe necks of their handsomest cows a large bell, 
of which they are so proift, that, while tiey are allowed to 
wear it, they march at the head^of the herd. In Andalusia, 
tbe mules lose their spirit and their power of endurance, if 
deprived of the numerous bolls with wliieli it is customary 
to deck these intelligent animals. In the mountains of 
Scotland and Switzerland, the herds pasture best to the 
sound of tbe bagpipe ; and in the Oberland, cattle strayed 
from die herd are recalled by the notes of the trumpet. 

" Donizetti, a year before his death, had lost all his 
faculties in consequence of a softening of the spina! marrow. 
Every means was resorwd to for reviving a spark of that 
■ntellect once so vigorous ; but all failed. In a single 
instance only, he exhibited a gleam of intelligence ; and 
Ihat was on hearing one of his friends play the septet of 
his opera of ' Lucia.' ' Poor Donizetti I ' said he : ' what a 
pity he should have died so soon 1 ' And this was all. 
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"In 1848, after the terrible insurrection wMcli made of 
Paris a vast slaughter-house, to conceal my sadness and 
disgust I went to the house of one of my friends, who was 
superintendent of the immense insane asylum in Clermont- 
sur-Oise. He had a small oi-gm, and was a tolerably good 
Binger. I composed a mass, to the first performance of 
which we invited a few artists from Paris, and several of 
the most docile of the inmates of the asylum. I was struck 
with the bearing of the latter, and asked my friend to 
repeat the experiment, and extend the number of invita- 
tions. The result was so favorable, that we were soon able 
to form a choir from among the patients, of both sexes, who 
rehearsed on Saturdays the hymns and chants they were to 
sing on Sunday at mass. A raving lunatic — a priest — 
who was getting more and more intractable every day, and 
wlio often had to be put in % straight-jacket, noticed the 
periodical absence of some of the inmates, and exhibited 
curiosity to know what they were doing. The following 
Saturday, seeing some of bis companions preparing to go to 
rehearsal, he expressed a desire to go with tliem. The 
doctor told him he might go, on condition that he would 
allow himself to be shaved and decently dressed. This 
was a thorny point; for he would never attend to his 
person, and became furious when required to dress : bnt, 
to our great astonishment, he consented at once. This day 
he not only listened to the miisic quietly, but was detected 
several tim ' 'n' h' o' e w' h that of the choir. 
When I eft C mon m o o d priest was one of 
ihe most n n ndan a he rehearsals. He still 

had his V o n pe d b by e less frequent ; and, 
when Sa urd y arr he a wa dressed himself with 

lare, and wa ed mpa n y fo he hour to go to chapel. 

" To re urn Mu b n pS itcal agent, that is to 
say, aetin n h ndi dua w thou the aid of his intelli- 
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gence ; a moral agenf, that is to say, rcTivIng his memo:^, 
exciting his imagination, developing tiis sentiment ; and a 
complex agerti, that is to say, haring a physiological action 
onihe instinct, the organism, the forces, of man,- — ^I deduce 
from tliis that it is one of tlio most powerful means for 
ennobling the mind, elevatiog tiio morals, and, above all, 
refining the manner" This truth is now so well recorrnized 
in Europe, that wc see tho'al sotiUies — Orpheons an I 
others — multiplying as by en hintment unlerthe povtr 
ful impulse given thtm bj the btale I speak not si n| \y 
of Germany, which is a binning n'vtion whose laborious 
peaceful, intelligent people have in all tme asso<iated 
choral music as well with tl Lir labors as with their pleas- 
ures ; but I may cite particularly France, which counts to- 
day more than eight hundred Orpheon societies, composed of 
working-men. How many of those, who formerly dissipated 
their leisure time at drinking-houses, now find an ennobling 
recreation in these associations, where the spirit of union 
and fraternity is engendered and developed I And, if we 
could get at the statistics of crime, who can doubt that they 
would show it had diminished in proportion to the increase 
of these societies ? In fiict, men are better, the heart is in 
some sort purified, wlien impregnated with the noble har- 
monies of a fine chorus; and it is dilKcult not to ti'Cat as a 
brother one whoso voice has mingled witli your own, and 
whose heart has been united to yours, in a community of 
pure and joyful emotions. If Oi-pheon societies ever 
become established in America, be assured that h;ir-rooms, 
the plague of the country, will eease, with revolvers and 
bowio-knires, to be popular institutions. 

"Music, when employed in the service of religion, has 
always been its most powerful auxiliary. The organ did 
more for Catholicism in the middle ages tliau all its preach- 
ing; and Paleati-ina and Mareello have reclaimed, and 
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Btill reciMm, more infidels than all the doctors of the 
Church. 

" We enter a bouse of worship. Still under the empire 
of tiie external world, we carry there our worldly thoughts 
and occupalions: a thousand distractions deter ua from 
religious reflection and meditation. The word of the 
preacher reaches the ear, indeed, but only as a vague 
sound. The sense of what is said is arrested at the surface, 
without penetrating the heart. But let the grand voice of 
the organ be heard, and our whole being is moved ; the 
physical world disappears, the eyes of the soul open ; we 
bow the headj we bend the knee, and our thoughts, disen- 
gaged fi'om matter, soar to the eternal regions of the Good, 
the Beautiful, and the True." 

"Written without method, dotted down carelessly, and 
oirrenle calamo, on the leaves of my pocket-book, the notes 
I now publish were never intended to be read by any one 
but myself. A wanderer for many long years, I have con- 
tracted the habit of making daily memoranda of the lleelr 
ing, evanescent impressions of my travels, and thus giving 
them a more tangible form. These notes, drawn up hastily, 
and for myself alone, have no literary merit whatever ; but 
they most unequivocally tell the truth. Is this an adequate 
compensation for the numerous negligences of style which 
criticism may discover in tiiom ? 

"Be that as it may, these reminiscences of travel have 
often solaced the ennui and fatigue of my erratic life. In 
writin'4 of the present, the bitterness of the past vanished 
and again, if the present were tedious, or fraught with care. 
I reverted to the sunny pages of the time tbat is no more, 
«nd revived the sweet emotions of the long-ibrgotten past. 

" These poor leaves have been the partners of my joys 
and my griefs, of my toils and my leisure, during the last three 
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years iLat have whirled me releqtlessly in fliat moat monoto- 
nous yet agitated circle yclept 'a life of concerts. Should 
j'oii .find evidence too flagrant of the inexperience of my 
pen, bear in mind, I pray you, that I am but a musician, 
and only a pianist at that. 

"January, 1862. — Once more in Now York, after an 
absence of six years, — six years madly squandered, scaN 
tered to the winds, as if life mere infinite, and yonth — 
eternal ; six years, in the space of which I have wandered 
at random beneath, the blue skies of tbe tropics, yielding 
myself up indolently to the caprice of Fortune, giving a 
concert wherever I happened to find a piano, sleeping 
wherever night overtook me, — on the green grass of the 
savanna, or under the palm-leafed roof of a vaguero, who 
shared with me his corn-tortilla, cofl'ee, and bananas, and 
thought himself amply remunerated mlien at dawn I took' 
my departure with a ' Dios se lo pague a V. " (May God 
reward you I) ; to which he responded by a ' Va^ V. con 
Dios ! ' (God be with you !) these two formula constituting, 
iu such unsophisticated countries, (^ entire operation, so 
ingeniously perfected by civilized nadona, which generally 
is known by the name of ' settling the hotel-bill.' And 
when, at last, I became weary of the same horizon, I crossed 
an arm of the sea, and landeil on some neighboring isle, or 
on the Spanish Main. Thus, in succession, I have visited 
all the Antilles, — Spanish, French, English, Dutch, Swed- 
ish, and Danish ; the Guianas, and the coasts of Para. At 
times, having become the idol of some obscure pueblo, whose 
untutored ears I had charmed with its own simple ballads, 
I would pitch my tent for five, six, eight months, deferring 
/ my departure from day to day, until finally I began seri- 
ously to entertain the idea of remaining there for evermore. 
Abandoning myself to such influences, I lived without uare 
as the bird sings, as the flower expands, as lie brook flows; 
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oblivious of tlie past, reckless of the future, and Bowed both 
my heart and my purse ivitli the ardor of % husbindman 
wlio hopes to reap a hundred ears for every grain he con- 
fides to the earth. Bat, alas ! the fields where is garnered 
the harvest of expended doubloons, and where vernxl loies 
bloom anew, are yet to be discovered, and the it.'^ult of 
my prodigality was, that, one fine morning, I found myself a 
bankrupt in heart, with my purse at ebb-tide. Suddenly 
disgusted with the world and myself, weary, discouraged, 
mistrusting men (ay, and women too), I fled to a desert 

on the extinct volcano of M , where, for several months, 

I lived the life of a cenobite, with no companion but a poor 
luuatio whom I had met on a small island, and who had 
attached himself to me. He followed inc everywhere, and 
loved me with tliiit absurd and touching constancy of 
wliieh dogs and madmen alone are capable. My friend, 
whoso insiiaity was of a mild and harmless character, fan- 
cied himself the greatest genius in the worI<l. He wfs, 
moreover, under the impression that he suffered from a 
gigantic, monstrous tooth. Of the two idiosyncrasies, the 
hitter alone made bis lunacy discornable ; too many individ- 
uals being affected with the other symptom to render it an 
anomalous feature of the human mind. My friend was in 
the habit of protesting that this enormous tooth increaserl 
periodically, and threatened to encroach upon his entip! 
jaw. Tormented, at the same time, with the desire of 
regenerating humanity, he divided bis leisure between tht 
study of dentistry, to which he applied himself in order- to 
impede the progress of his hypothetical tyrant, and a 
voluminous correspondence which he kept up with the 
Pope, his brother, and the Emperor of the French, his 
tousin. In the latter occupation he pleaded tlie interests 
of humanity, styled himself ' the prince of thought,' and 
exalted me to the dignity of his illustrious friend and bene- 
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fWor. In the midst of the wreck of liis intellect, one thing 
sdll sarvived, — his love of raa^. He played the violin; 
and, strange as it may appear, although insane, he could 
not understand the so-called muxic of the falure. 

"My hat, perched on the verge of the cr.iter, at the very 
surainit of thu mountain, commanded o, visit of all the sur* 
rounding country The rock upon wliich it was built pro- 
jected over a precipice whose abysses were concealed by 
creeping plants cictui and bamboos. The species of 
table-rock thus f)rmL.d had been eneiraled with a railing, 
and transformed into a terrace on a level with the sleep- 
ing-rooin, by nv predecessor in this hormita'}^. His last 
wish had hei-n to be buried there ; and from my bed I could 
see his white tombstone gloaming in &a moonlight, a few 
steps from my window. Every evening I rolled my piano 
out upon the terrace ; and there, facing tlie most incompar- 
ably beautiful landscape, all bathed in the sod and limpid 
' atmosphere of the tropics, I poured forth on the instrument, 
^ and for myself alone, the thoughts with which the scene 
inspired me. And what a scene I Picture to yourself a 
gigantic amphitheatre hewn oat of the mountains by an 
army of Titans ; right and left, immense viq^n forests, full 
of tliosc subdued and distant harmonies which are, as it 
were, the voices of Silence; before me, a prospect of twenty 
leagues, marvellously enhanced by the extreme transparency 
of the air; above, the azure of the sky ; beneath, the crev- 
iced sides of the mountain sweeping down to the plniu ; 
afjir, the waving savannas ; beyond them, a grayish speck 
(the distant city) ; and, cncompasdag them all, the immen- 
sity of the ocean, closing the horizon with its deep-blue 
line. Behind me was a rock on which a torrent of melted 
snow dashed its white foam, and there, diverted from its 
course, rushed witli a mad leap, and plunged headlong into 
the gulf that yawned beneath my window. 
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" Amid such scenes I corapoaed ' Keponds-moi !ii Marche 
des Gibaros,' ' Polonia,' ' Columbia,' ' Fastorclla e Cava- 
liere,' ' Jeunesse,' and many other uupublisbed works. I 
allowed my fingers to run over the keys, wrapped up in the 
corrtemplation of these wonders; while my poor friend, 
■whom I heeded but little, revealed to me, with a childish 
loquacity, the lofty destiny he held in reserve for humanity. 
Can yon concdve the contrast produced by this shattered 
intellect, expressing at random its disjointed thoughts, as 
a disordered clock strikes by chance any hour, and the 
majestic serenity of the scene around me ? I fiilt it instinc- 
tively. My misanthropy gave way. I became indulgent 
towards myself and mankind, and the wounds of my heart 
closed once more. My despair was soothed | and soon the 
flUQof the tropics, which tinges all things with gold, — dreams 
as well as fruits, — restored me with new confidence and 
vigor to my wandciings. 

I relipsed into the maanero and lifi, of these primitive 
countries if not stnttly virtuouo ihcy are it ill events 
terribly attractive Ki stcnce in <t tropical wilderness m 
the midst of a voluptuous and hUf-civilui,d race heirs no 
resemblmce to thit of a London cockney a PjriBian 
lounger or an A nencan Quaker Times there were 
indeed when a \oieewas heard wj thin me that >:poke ot 
nobler ai n? It ruminltd me of wliat I once wa" of whit 
I yet m!j,ht be and cnmmmded imperitively a return t a , 
heilthier ml more actue life But I had allowed mjaelf JT 
to he enemted bv this bmeful languor this in idious far 
nienle and my moral torpor was such that the mere tho ight 
of re-appearing before a polished ludience struck me is 
superlatively absurd. 'Where was the object?' I would 
ask myself. Moreover, it was too late ; and I went on 
dreaming with open eyes, careering on horseback through 
!, listening at break of day to the prattle of the 
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parrots in the gtiava-trees, at oightf II f fh hi p f th 
griUas in the cane-fields, or else sm k y t k 

my coffee, rocking myself in a hammock — h rt j 
ing all the delights that are the very h rt blood t q 
jiro, and out of the sphere of whicl h h t 1 th 

or, what is worse to him, the fe h a^ t t f ir 

Northern society. Go and talk of th f d f th 1 d I 
interest, of stock-jobbing, to this Sjb nt 1 d f Ih w 1 
derness, who can live all the yea ro d 1 1 

naitaa and delicioua cocoa-nuts, wbi h h t t th 

trouble of planting ; who baa the be t tob fh w Id 

to smoke ,■ who replaces to-day the h h 1 d j t d y 
by a better one, chosen from the fi t t H i h m t 
who irequii"es no further protection from the cold than a pair 
of linen trousers, in that favored clime where the seasons 
roll on. in one perennial summer ; who, more than all tliis, 
finds at eve, under the rustling palm-trees, pensive beauties 
eager to rewani witii their smiles the one who murmurs in 
their ears tliose throe words, ever new, ever beautiful, ' To 
te quiero.' 

"Moralists, I am aware, condemn this life of inaction 
and mere pleasure; and they are right. But poetry is often 
in ant^onism with virtuous purposes ; and now that I am 
shivering under the icy wind and dull aky of the North ; 
that I must needs listen to discussions on Erie, Prairie dii 
Chlen, Harlem, and Cumberland; tliat I read in the papers 
the lists of the killed and mounded, that havoc and confla- 
gration, violence and murder, are perpetrated all around 
me, — I find myself excusing the half-civilized inhabitant of 
the savanna, who prefers his poetical barbarism to our bar- 
Viaroua progress. 

" Unespectedly brought back to the stem realities of 
life by a great aSliction, I wished to destroy every link that 
connected me with the six years I had thrown away. It 
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was at this period that Strakosch wrote to me, oiTerini; an 
engagement for a tour of concerts through the United 
States. 1 hesitated an instant : one sad look was cast upon 
the vanished days. I breathed a regret, and — sighed. 
The dream was over; I was saved ; hut irho could say, if, 
JD the rescue, youth and poetry had not perished ? Poetry 
and youth are of & volatile mood, — they are butterflies. 
Shut them up in a cage, and they will dash their delicate 
wings to pieces against its bars. Endeavor to direct them 
as they soar, and you eramp their fliglit, you deprive them 
of their audacity, — two qualities which are often to be met 
with in inexperience, and the loss of which — am I wrong 
in saying so? — -is not always compensated by maturity of 
tiilent." 

" New York, Februtirij, 1862 — One thing surprises 
me. It is to find New York, to say the least of it, as bril- 
liant as when I took my departure for the Antilles in 1857. 
In genera!, the press abroad relates the events of our war 
with such a predetermined pessimist spirit, that at a dis- 
tance it is impossible to form a correct estimate of the state 
of the country. For the last year I have read in the 
papers statements to this effect ; ' Tlie theatres are closed ; 
the terrorism of Hohespicrre sinks into insigniQcance com- 
pared to the excesses of the Americans ; tlie streets of New 
York are deluged with blood ' (I very nearly had a 
duel in Puerto Kico, for venturing to question the authen- 
ticity of this last assertion, propounEled by a Spanish 
cfficer) : 'in short, the North is in a starving condition.' 

'"How can you think of giving concerts to people who 
are in want of bread ? ' was friends on 

being apprised of my resolu the United 

States ; and, in all humility, . ;e that ths 

same question suggested itself j my niind, 



./Google 



96 LIFE AND LETTERS ^F 

wLen I discussed within me the expediency of my voyage. 
I hare still in my possession a newspaper in whji;li a cot^ 
respondent states the depreciation of our currency to be 
Gucli, that he a<:tually saw a baker refuse to take a dollar 
from a famished laborer in exchange for a loaf of bread. 

" The number of these trustworthy correspondents has 
increased in tlie direct ratio of our prosperity, the develop- 
ment of our resources, and the umbrage these blessings 
give to the enemies of democratic principles. There are 
rery few governments that would not deem it a matter of 
duty to exult over the riiiii of our Bepublicaa edifice. 
Fear actuates the less enlightened ; jealousy is the motive 
of the more liberal. A celebrated statesman once said to 
me, ' A republic is theoretically a very fine thing, but it is 
a tTtopia.' Like the man in antiquity, who, on hearing 
motion denied, rcfnted the assestion by simply rising and 
walking, we had hitherto put the 'Utopia' into practice; 
and the tlimg did march on and proved a reality. The argu- 
ment was peremptory. A principle ean be discussed : a 
fact is undeniable. Although refracted by the oi^ns of 
the foreign press, the light of truth still flashed at times 
upon the people of Europe, and taught it to rettect. When 
our troubles broke out, I was in Martinique. In all the 
Antilles, — Spanish, French, Danish, English, Swedish, 
Dutch, — it was but one unanimous cry, 'Did not we say so?' 
and the truthful and independent correspondents immedi- 
ately embraced this opportunity to redouble their zeal, and 
forthwith, began to multiply like mosquitoes in a tropical 
Bwanip after a summer shower. 

" But it is not my province to pronounce upon lofty 
political and moral questions. I would merely say that 
New York, for a deserted city, is singularly animated ; that 
Broadway yesterday was thronged iviih pretty women, 
who, famished as they are, present, nevertheless, the <lelu- 
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eive appearance of hcaltli, and brave with heroic iniliffer- 
eniju the bloody tumults of whigh our streets are daily tho 
theittre ; that art is not so utterly dead among us but that 
Maretzek gives ' Un Ballo in Masehera ' to crowded houses, 
and Church sees his studio SUed with amateurs desirous of 
admiring his magaificeat and strnnge ' Icebergs,' which he 
has just finished. 

"It is difficult to account for the extreme ignorance of 
many foreigners with regard to the political and intellect- 
ual standing of tlie Unil«d States, when one considers the 
extent of our commerce, which covers the entire world like 
a vast net, or when one views the incessant tide of immi- 
gration which thins the population of Europe to our profit. 
A French admiral, Viscount Duqaesne, inquired of me at 
Havana, in 1853, if it were possible to venture in the 
vicinity of St. Louis without apprehending being mas- 
eacroil by the Indians. Tlic father of a talented French 
pLtnist who resides ia this country wrote a few years Kince 
to his son, to know if the furrier business in the eity of 
New York was exclusively carried on by Indians. Her 
Imperial Highness, the Grand Duchess of Rnssi.i, on see- 
ing Barnum's name in an Amei-ican paper, re(iucste<l mo to 
tell her it' he were not one of our prominent statesman. 
For very many individuals in Europe, tho Uniteii States 
hare remiuned just whore they wore when Chateaubriand 
wrote 'Les Natchez,' and saw parrots!^?) on the bouglis of 
Uie trees which the majestic 'Mechasebu,' i-olled down the 
current of its mighty waters. All this may seem improb- 
able; but I advanue nothing that I am not fully prepiired 
to prove. Tliere is, assuredly, an intelligent class of peo- 
ple who read and know the truth ; hut, unfortunately, it is 
not the most numerous, nor the most inclined io render us 
justice. Proudhon himself — that bold, vast mind, ever 
(truggiing for the triumph of light and progress — -i^egarda 
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the pioneer of (he West merely as an heroic outlaw, am 
the Americans in general as half-civjlued saTages. From 
Talleyrand, who said, " L'Ameriqae est un pays de cochom 
sales el de sates cochons,' down to Zimmermann, the director 
of the pianOHjlaases at the Conservatory of Paris, whoj 
without hearing me, gave as & reason for refusing to receivs 
me in 1S41, that "America was a country that eoiilil produca 
nolhing hut steam-engines," there is scarcely an eminent 
man abroad who has not made a thrust at the Americans. 
It may not be irrelevant to say hei^, that the little Jjouis- 
ianian who was refused as a pupil in 1841 was called npoi) 
in 18al to sit as a judge on the same bench with Zimmer- 
mann, at the ' Concours ' of the Conservatory. 

" Unqnestionahly there are many blanks in certain 
branches of our civilization. Our appreciation of the fine 
arts is not always as enlightened, as discriminating, as cle- 
vated, as it might be. We look upon theiu somewhat as in- 
terlopers, parasites, occupying a place to which they have no 
le^timate right Our manners, like the machinery of our 
government, ai-e too new to be smooth and polished: fhey 
occasionally grate. We are more prone to worship the golden 
calf, in bowing down before the favorites of fortune, than 
disposed to kill the fatted calf in honor of the elect of 
thought and mind, Each and every one of us thinks himself 
as good as, and better than, any otlier man, — an invaluable 
creed when it engenders self-respect; but, alas! when we 
put it in practice, it is generally with a view of putting 
down to our level those whose level we could never hope to 
reach. Fortunately, these little weaknesses are not 
national traits. They are inherent in all new societies, and 
will completely disappear when we shall attain the full 
development of our civilization with the maturity of age." 

'My impresarios, Strakosch and Grau, have made tha 
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Important diacoveiy, that my first concert in New York, on 
my return from Europe in 18a3, took place the 11th of 
February, and consequently have decided to defer my re- 
appearance for 3 few days in order that it may fall upon 
the nth of February, 1SG2. The public (which takes not 
the remotest interest in the thing) has been duly informed 
of this memorable coincidence by all the papers. 

Que y by some of rny friends ; ' Why do you say such 
and u h things in the advertisements? Why do you not 
ehrainate uch and such epithets from the bills ? ' 

An er. Alaal are you i;;norant of the fact that the _ 
an t a piuce of merchandise, which tJio impresario has 
pu h d and which he sets off to the best advant^o 
ac d to his own taste and views 7 Tou might aa well 
upb a d rtain pseudo gold-mines for declaring dividends 
wh b th y will never pay, as to render the artist respon- 
sible for the puffs of his managers. A poor old negress 
becomes, in the handa of the Jupiter of the Museum, the 
nurse of Washington ; after that, can you marvel at the 
magniloquent titles coupled with my name ? 

"The artist is like the stock which is to be quoted at 
tJ»o board, and thrown upon the market. The impreforio 
and his agents, the broker and his clique, cry out (hat it is 
' excellent, superb, unpirilleled ; the shares are being 
carried oft bj nngic, there remain but very few reserved 
seats ' (The bouse will peihnps he full of dead-heads, and 
the broker may be meditating a timely failure.) Nevor- 
theles', the pubhi, ruahes in, and the money follows a sim- 
ilar course It the stock be really good, the founders of 
the enttrprne become milhonnali-es. If the artist has 
talent, the impreioiio oecisionally make'i his (the impre- 
rarjo o) fortune In case both stock and artist prove bad, 
they fill below ptr and vini=h, after having made (quite i 
innocently) a certain number of victims. Now, in all 
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Bincerity, of th3 two humbugs, do you not prefer that o( 
the impresario f At all events, it is less espensiTe. 

" I heard Brignoli yesterday evening in ' Martha.' The 
favorite tenor has still his charming voice, and has retained, 
despite the progress of an embonpoint that jiives Lim some 
uneasiness, the aristwiratic elegance, which, ailded to his 
fine hair and ' beautiful throat,' has made iiim so successfu! 
with the fair sex. Brignoli, notwithstanding, the defects 
his detractors love to Iieap upon him, is an artist I sincerely 
admire. The reverse of vocalists, who, I am sorry to say, 
are for the most part vulgar ignoramuses, he is a thorough 
musician, and perfectly qualified to judge a musical work. 
His enemies would be surprised to learn that he knows by 
heart Hiimmel's Concerto in A minor. He learned it as a 
child when he contemplated becoming a pianist, and still 
plays it charmingly. Brignoli knows how to sing ; and, 
were it not for the excessivo fear thiit paralyzes all his fac- 
ulties before an audience, he would rank among the best 
singers of the day. 

" I met Brignoli for the first time at Paris in 1849. He 
was then very young, and had just made his debut at the 
Theatre Italien, in ' L'EIisire d' Amore,' under the senti- 
mental patronage of Madame E., wife of the celebrated 
barytone. In tliose days, Brignoli was veiy thin, very awk- 
ward ; and his timidity was rendered more apparent by the 
proximity of his protectress. Madame E was an Italian 
of commanding stature, impassioned and jealous She 
sang badly, although possessed of a fine voice whii.h °be 
was less skilful in showing to advantage than in di<:p1a}- 
ing the luxuriant splendor of her i-aven haii The public 
initiated into the secret of the greenroom ust,l to be in 
tensely amused at the piteous attttul s of N no no 
Brignoli, contrasting, as they did, with the ardput f in o- 
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mime of Adina R., who looked by his side like a 
wounded lioness. Poor woman I What has been your 
fote? The glossy tresses of which you wsre so proud in 
your scenes of insanity, those trossea that brought down 
the house when your talent might have failed to do so, are 
now frosted with the snow of years. Your liuibaad has 
forsaken you. After a long career of success, he has 
buried bis fame under the orange-groves of the Alhambra. 
Tbere he directs, according to his own statcmant (but I 
can scarce credit it), the phantom of a eoaservatory for 
singing. 1 am convinced he has too much taste to break 
in upon the poetical silence of the old Moorish palace with 
porlamenti, trills, and scales; and 1 flatter myself (hat die 
plaintive song of the nightingales of the GuneraJife, and 
the sofi murmur of the Fountain of the Lions, are the only 
concerts that echo gives to the breeze that gently sighs at 
night from the mountains of the Sierra Nevada. Alas, poor 
woman! your locks are silvered, and Brignoli — has grown 
fat 1 ' Sic Iranait gloria mundi ' ' " 
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From a fovAgn shore : 



IN February, 1862, Mr. Gottschalk returned to 
Npw York, His concert was announced for 
the lltli of February, the anniversary of his first 
concert in America. In a letter to a friend, he 
makes amusing comment of this: "The public 
have been duly informed of my amval, and the 
time of my concert postponed until the 11th, 
as if that was any grand prestige of success ; mais 
I que vouhz-vous, when one is in the bands of an 
. impressario, ilfaut oheir! My fi-iends know I am 
not such a dolt as to allow these things published 
by will of my own." 

At this fii-st concert, in Irving Hall he was 
assisted by Miss Hinckley, Brignoli, Sus Man 
cusi, and Mollenhauer, violoncellist. Sj ir sli ub- 
jects seemed to possess his fancy ; for I s j ro 
gramme was filled with Souvenirs de la Hava e 
He played brilliantly, but some amere-pensee 
Beemed to hold his heart in check : his touch pos- 
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Bessed wondrous technique, but the magnetic 
thrill was gone. It was but for a season : at his 
next appearance, before the Brooklyn Ptiilliar- 
monic Society, he was the same electric, dreamy, 
and passionate child of a tropical clime. 

In March, he gave concerts in PJiJIadelphia, 
and his praises were heard on every tongue. 
Writing to a friend, he says, — 

"I'll not send you the newspapers; they will sicken you. 
I am glad, of course, to give pleasure; but such flatteiy 
is overdoing llie matter. I go West, to Chicago, next 
month; but will return to New York before that, and 
show you some MSS. I have readj' for Hall. So you don't 
like Polonia (caprice de concert) 1 Neither do I ; but I have 
a poor opinion of all I do. I wish all was better. Perhaps 
it will be some day : until then continue to scold and criti- 
cise " Your unworthy friend, 

"L. M. G." 

April 14, 1862, he first appeared in Chicago, in 
conjunction with Carlotta Patti, George Simpson, 
Morine, and Carl Bergmann. TJio enthusiasm 
of his reception was characteristic of Western 
whole-heartedness. No siliy hype rcritic ism chills 
true merit at the West. Fortunately for Chicago, 
old fogy ism has been left grovi-Iing at the East ; 
and life is too short and brilliant to be wasted in 
picking flaws in an art wliich entrances them. 

In May and June, Mr. Gottsclialk remained in 
New York. One concert, however, he gave, at the 
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solicitation of friends, in Rosbury. It was " de- 
lectable fine fun" to hear and read the critJcisma 
his kindly consent to please his friends di-ew upon 
liim. Certain critics remind us of hungry dogs, 
like old Mother Hubbard's wlio found the cup- 
board bare of bones; and when, from sheer sym- 
pathy, a neighbor tossed one to the starving ani- 
mal, how the poor doggie growled 1 he didn't 
often get such nice ricli meat to satisfy his hun- 
ger ! Just so liungry, pedantic critics caught 
at tlie joyous, liappj'-htiarted Gottschalk, and 
growled over liim, and criticised according to 
classic rule and measure ; tims writing themselves 
down the truest Dogherrys upon earth ! 

" Why will they exhaust their teu-pounders in 
order to kill mosquitoes?" exdainied Moreau 
Gottschalk, with his merry laugh,' when one of 
these criticisms was placed before him. " Poor 
Don Quixote of a critic : let us smoke a cigarette 
to his memory ! " 

The warm, sunny August days fonnd him at 
Schooley's Mountains. His letters are full of 
beautiful thoughts, and descriptions of the scenery, 
the rest and i-efreshment he found in Natui-e. 
These letters are too personal to be of general 
interest; and the friend to whom they were 
written declines to make them public. One 
extract alone seems too beautiful to be lost. The 
letter is dated Aug. 18 r — 
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" Yonr letter telling me of 's death saddenecl me all 

tast evening; nor h.i3 the feeling passed away. I have just 
been thijiking that the use of great sorrow and trouble may 
be to serve as rocks for the echo 1 

" Strangely enough expressed : the following is not much 

" Our paths lie not togetherl 
Thine as far froin mina aa heaven's pare aunlighl 
From the cavern's gloom. 
Oar paths lio not to'!ether I * 
Mina o'or roughanod rocks is triiced. 
My pathway smoothed by tears. 
Angel-guide, witli hand upon my shoulder resUng, 
Is it thy voice I hear? 

'Tis but the breeze of heaven sighing 

Softly lingering, softly dying. 

Bark I Unbroiien stRloess now t 
Best, rest, I give fo tliee. 



Clearly by (bee is heard 

Tha Mary Molher's word, 

IVho has for thee reserved 

A heavenly home. 



nile through thy tears; 



Soclis retain the echo's notsi 
Over hill and vale will float 
Gearly, though far remote. 
The echo-call. 
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Than if npon Life's rood. 

Leading ta tbs blest aboda 

Of the Holy Triune Goa, 

Kosba thee surround, — 

Louder still will come his voice, 
Bidding thee rejoioe, rejoice 
Sorrowing child of earth 1 

" It ia not poetry, it is not rhyme, perhaps it ta uot rea- 
son : but it is the sympathy my heart holds for you ; and 1 
am not near enough to weave it into a tone-poem for your 

In October he returned to New York, and soon 
after went to Boston, where he gave a concert at 
Chickering Hall, and another at the Melodeon. 
Chopin and Henselt were the composers whose 
works he rendered; for, as Chopin had tran- 
scribed the traits of Poland to his mazourkas and 
Polonaise, Gottschalk had striven to reproduce 
the characteristic life of the West Indies in his 
music. 

The criticism that awaited him was duly seasoned 
with salt-grains of justice. His playing was pro- 
nounced better than it was at his first concert, 
nine years before. His " Meditation RiSligeuse," 
his " Romance d'un Martyr," were said to possess 
dignity of character, and impressed the critic 
"we " as being similar in style to the music of 
Ernst. Fearing, however, that this was too lib- 
eral, the just and generous critic declared that 
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the effect of his playing \Tas doubtless due to the 
Buperiority of the instrument ! 

And what said Moreau Gottschalk to this up- 
right critique ? Simply this : — 

" That's A nice thing for CMcltering's pianos, and I'm 
glad of it; for they are grand, and inspire me. Where'a 
my cigar-case ? " 

What a comment on the pedantic, labored 
criticism that evidently cost time and thought to 
the " We " who penned it ! 

In November, he M-as once more in New York, 
and assisted at the Brooklyn Philharmonics. He 
played at one concert with Eugenie Barnetche, a 
young pianiste from the Paris Conservatoire ; and 
very charmingly he kept his own wondrous power 
of ornamentation in check, in order to give 
greater scope to her power of trill and cadenza. 

In December, he gave concerts in Chicago and 
Cincinnati. The criticism from, this latter place 
seems to have been penned by a Boston " We." 
The daily papers were wildly enthusiastic over him ; 
hut the higher, clearer-minded correspondent of 
an Eastern musical journal accuses him of 
"descending to clap-trap" and "showy bra- 
vura." Mr. Gottschalk and his friends were as 
deeply affected as usual over this highly sensible 
effusion. 
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In the spring of 1863, he gave several concerts 
Rt Irving Hal], New York ; but tlie illness of his 
brother, to whom he was devoted, prevented liim 
from travelling as he had intended. He fools his 
brother to Saratoga during the summer ; but the 
disease, consumption, was too deeply seated to be 
i-emoved by change of air and invigorating 
waters. In the fell they returned to New York, 
where, in the early part of October, Edward 
Gottschalk died. 

During tlie fall and winter, Moreau remained 
in New York, studying music, and writing most 
diligently. A severe attack of fever, brought on 
by too constant care of his bi-other, prostrated 
him for several weeks : when he recovered, he 
was engaged by Strakosch for a season of con- 
certs. Most of these were given in New York ; 
although the finest was given iu Philadelphia, 
where he played his arrangement from Gade's 
Scotch Symphony, ^^ Im BocUand" with Wolf- 
sohn. The andante and gcherzo of this symphony 
were especial favorites of his : he compared them 
to " Lady of the Lake ; " for the dreamful beauty 
of Loch Katrine was mii-rored in the wave-like 
tempo of the andante; and the perfume of heather 
and gorse, the graceful swaying of the blue 
harebells upon the rocky slopes of mountain 
crags, breathed their life and beauty into the 
icherzo. 
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From PhilaJelpiiia, he returned to New York, 
where he gave a concert for the Soldiers' Relief 
Association. A concert in Hartford, and another 
in Cliicago, completed his work foi- the year 1863. 
It was at this Hartford concert that another 
clever newspaper correspondent discovered in him 
nothing but the " Adonis of the concert-room," 
remarked on the manner in which he drew off his 
gloves, (which was very graceful indeed : this we 
is glad that tiiat we had an opera-glass to note 
tilings so carefully), and finally ended his intel- 
lectucd comments by pronouncing Gottsehalk " a 
niTiny !" 

In the spring of 186i, be left New York for a 
short concerting tour in Canada and a portion of 
the West, returning through the Stato of New 
York. It was during this tour that he refused to 
play " Dixie " at a concert in Montreal. He was 
repeatedly encored, and a request for ^^ Dixie" 
came from every quarter. Gottacbalk went to=^ 
the piano, and played " Yankee Doodle ! " To a 
friend to whom he related the affair, he said, 
" Nothing would have tempted me to play that 
disgraceful secesh Dixie : no, not if it had befm to 
save my head! " 

In April and May, he gave concerts in Ohio 
and New-York State ; from Auburn he was 
called to New York on business that required his 
personal supei-vision. In June, he was engaged 
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by Musao for a concort-tour tJirougli the Middle 
States. Tliey went west to Cliicago, on which 
occasion he inaugurated Smith and Nixon's new 
music-hall. He was assisted by Madame Muzio 
(Lucy Simons), MorelH, barytone, and Doehler, 
the violinist. 

In January, 1865, they were at Pittsburg. 
The following hurried note from there will show 
that the tour was profitable, at least : — 



" You lazy fellow, did you not receive the letter I wrote 
you three weeks ago ? 

" My bealtli is passable, (hough I have a bad cold. We 
Bre going down to the South-west, and will be back North 
in four weeks. 

" Muzio is making, I reckon, from three fo four thou- 
sand clear a moDth. Pretty good ! I 

" Affectionately yours in haste, 

" GOTTSCHALK. 
" PlTTSBUBa, Jan. 30, 18G5." 

TJie following list of music will show that 
hoiirs of study were not neglected amid the ex- 
citement of travel : — 



Pastorelli B C^ralllere. 
ma Charmante (caprice). 
SuisMol (caprice). 
Mnrmures Eoliann 
Braoense. 



My 01] 1 J' Love, good-by. 
Mountainoer's Song. 
Idol of Boauty. 
Slumber on, Baby deai. 
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1E64. Orarture to William ' 

nioBlons Pordnes. gtjy^ ^j, Charmer. 

La Colombe (Dove Polka). q ikying Heart, trust 

OjosCriollo3(solo). 

Miserere dn Trovatora. 1885. 

RtfpOQds Hoi (duo). 



He returned to New York in the spring, and 
made preparation to go to the Pacific coast with 
Muzio, by whom he had been re-engaged. In 
June, 1865, he sailed for CaHfornia. 

And here, in the golden summer-time, for 
a while we leave him sailing towards the Golden 
Gate, the golden Sunset Land! The sighs of 
parting friends cannot mingle with the aUet/retto, 
however andante the closing measures may be 
given. Let, therefore, the rapid movement of the 
presto come to lighten our sadness as the misty 
tears gather in oar eyes, and we no longer note 
the receding vessel bearing away our dearly 
valued friend, Louia Moreait Gottschalk. 
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* A harmony, that, finding vent. 

Winged to a heavenly argument. 

A harmony sublime and plain, 
Whieh cleft . . . 

, , J those undcitonea 
Of porplext ehords, and soared at once. 
And struck out from the starry thrones 

Their silver octaves, as 

It passed 10 God ! The music was 

Of divine stature, — strong to pass ! 

And those who heard it understood 
Something of life in spirit and bloud. 
Something of Nature's loir aad goad.' 

Mas. Baowsraa- 
113 
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SENZA FORTE. 
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BRIGHT firelight glowed throHgliout the 
cheerful little parlor of a young music- 
teacher in New- York City. The gas was not 
lighted ; but the crimson curtains and plain gilt 
frames of simple photographs reflected the glowing 
fire, giving to tlie room a luxuriance and beauty 
more subtile than any imparted by brilliant light. 
A bouquet of carnations and tea-roses filled a 
parian vase upon one side of the piano ; while firom 
a basket on the otiier side floated sprays of helio- 
trope and jasmine. A guitar lay in the crimson- 
velvet fauteuil beside the fire, and a heap of 
bright worsteds and canvas on an ottoman near 
by. At the piano sat the young teacher, weep- 
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ing most bitterly. Beethoven's " Moonlight 
Senate " was before her. 

With head bowed in her hands, she arose and 
paced the room, murmuring to herself, " It is 
wrong, oh ! very wrong, for me to teach : I am not 
worthy. It is sacrilege for a mere amateur like 
myself to impart the sacred mysteries of such 
music: it should be the work of wiser, older 
heads than mine, to guide the hearts of American 
^rls into correct appreciation of the classic 
school." Then more bitterly she exclaimed, 
" How can Czerny, Heller, and Cramer Studes 
pave the way to purely classical music in an un- 
appreciative mind ? Chopin, too, is to them un- 
translatable ; and most pianists are mere varia- 
tionists, and liave no style of their own ! Oh for 
a Maestro who can sparkle out and allure into the 
glorious heaven of musical science ! " 

A knock at the door, followed by a low, musical 
voice, asking, '■'■ Puis-je entrerf^ interrupted her. 
"I'm in a hurry so desperate, I can't wait but a 
minute." 

The lady hastily wiped away her tears, and 
held out her hand to Moreau Gottschalk, who 
stood before her. 

He turned her towards tlie firelight, and looked 
into her eyes. " Yes," he said slowly, " it is just 
as I supposed : you are in trouble ! " 

Without heeding her exclamations of surprise 



,s:edDyGoOQlc 



LOUIS MOREAU GOTTSCBALE. Ill 

ind curiosity, lie threw aside his cloak and cap, 
and, lifting the guitar, sat down in the chair, and 
quietly lighted a cigarette, saying first, "I know 
you do not object." 

" Mais depSehez-vous done, fourguoi assSyez- 
vous f " the lady smilingly questioned, as she 
drew her little sewing-chair to the fire, and 
gathered up her embroidery. " I thought you 
were in a Iiurry ; but, if you are going to stay, 
I'll light the gas ! " 

"I am ''going to stat/,' " he replied smiling; 

"because you need my society more than 

to-night." Then added gayly, " But you shall not 
astonish my nerves by gas-light just yet. Now 
confess the trouble : have your pupils persisted in 
playing C sharp for B flat all day ? " 

" No : they were all flat ; no sharp to them. And 
yet the flattest of all has just returned from Bos- 
ton, and wants classical music, — the ' Moonlight 
Senate,' par exemple. But tell me : why are you 
liere ? You said, at the Philharmonic yesterday, 
you had an engagement every evening for a 
month." 

" O' M vrai, ma ekere madame, mais que voulez- 
voua? I stood in Hall's this afternoon as you 
passed; and your face was so sad, so sad, it — it 
spoiled my dinner : so I am here to know what is 
the matter." 

" But you'll lose your supper-party if you stay. 
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I am only discouraged. I fear I am too stupid to 
teach. I cannot impart my enthusiasm to my 
pupils : they neither understand Mendelssohn nor 
Chopin; Listz is too hard ; and if I teach you all 
the time, why, I shall be called one of your 
adorers, or 'Gottschalk crazy.' And I believe it is 
half true:. I'm such a dunce, I cannot understand 
modem pianists as I do you. Oh, dear I why 
didn't I ' go on the stage,' rather than be a music- 
*eacher? " 

" Never, oh, promise me you wiil never think 
such thoughts agahi ! The stage! Horrible! It 
would kill you. No, no. I have two more pupils 
for you: they shall pay you well. I know some 
nice music too, and will select it to-morrow." 

"Indeed, you misunderstand me," exclaimed 
the lady hastily. " I am doing splendidly, thanks 

to you and . But I have lost confidence in 

myself; I'velost my interest: pupils are so stupid, 
or else I am. Oh ! " And the hot tears streamed 
down her cheeks : she could not restrain them ; for 
Gottschalk turned upon her one of those veiled, 
pitifiil looks, so full of sympathy and childlike 
helplessness. 

He arose and went to the piano. He played 
the adagio of the " Moonlight," and tlien modu- 
lated into soft, low sti-ains, in which angel messen- 
gers seemed winging their way through moon- 
light to earth, to uphold and strengthen a fainting 
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lonl. How long he played, the sufferer never 
knew : she only felt the power and hopefulness of 
his own spirit imparted to her by magnetic sympa- 
thy ; and she grew strong and radiant, upheld by 
his strong and happy heart. 

She arose and stood beside him. " Thank 
you, oh, thank you, truest of friends 1 I am happy, 
self-reliant, once more. How can I ever show you 
all my gratitude ? " 

He took the hand that toyed with tlie helio- 
tropes, and drew the lady nearer to him. He 
raised his beautiful eyes full upon her own, and 
replied, " I ask no thanks, but to know that you 
are strong and self-reliant, — to see your face no 
longer sorrowful, but radiant as it was before your 
elegant home was lost to you. Ah I you will yet 
find friends who will love you and appreciate you 
far more than those cruel, fashionable people who 
look down upon you because you have lost your 
wealth, I am honored in serving one wlio so 
nobly bears her reverses, and seeks only too con- 
scientiously to do her duty. You know I admired 
you in the satins and diamonds of your wealth • 
but this little parlor in this unfrequented street is 
a thousand times more worthy my respect than 
the drawing-rooms of your palace home. There 
I was only your music-teacher : here you are my 
teacher. All that is good and best in my heart I 
bring to you ; for I trust you, I believe in you." 
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She shook her head sadly. *' Don't remind me 
of that wretched time when I met you as onlif my 
teacher. I know you now, and only regret that 
I dare not tell the world how grand and noble you 
are. Ah I will they ever find it out ? " 

" No," he replied decidedly : " I don't care to 
he known as a good or a great man. I am just 
simply myself, — Moreau Gottsc\\a\k ; plein d'oisi- 
vetS, la mire de tons les vices, fainea-nt, un peu trap 
amourmx des jolies demoiselles peut-Stre, mais 
— ' ma charmante, epargnez moi.' " He stopped 
abruptly ; for the steadfast gaze of the womanly 
eyes recalled Ins truer self. " Well, I cannot be 
silly before you. I must ba sensiblu. Let the 
gas be lighted, and teJt me more of your trials 
to-day." 

In a few minutes the little round table was 
covered with the rich materials of the lady's 
embroidery, and her busy needle flew back and 
forth, while Gottsclialk leaned back in the com- 
fortable /awfeMZ?, smoking his cigarettes, and gaz- 
ing into the dull red coke-glare from the grate. 
Suddenly he started up i " I'm going out for a 
few moments : I forgot something." In an instant 
he was gone. 

" Such an erratic being 1 he is like an electric 
shock at times," exclaimed the teacher to herself 
as the door closed. " I wonder what he is after 
now? While he is gone, I'll play that ' Moon- 
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light' as near like him as I can," She seated 
hereelf at the piano, and the ejloresaence mehdique 
of tlie adagio floated in dreamful beauty beneath 
her touch. 

No wonder that Berlioz in his " Voyage Musi- 
cale," and De Lanz in his analysis of that senate, 
has called it " one of those poetical conceptions 
that human language does not know how to 
express." In the opening of tlie adagio is seen 
" the tomb of buried hopes, tbe grave of love ; 
but, as the chord of E major sounds, one hears the 
rustling of flowers, and feels the fragrance of 
their sweet breath. Though bitter tears might be 
shed over the tomb, though the heart might be 
almost cruslied witli the weary weiglit of a lonely 
life, the grand, solemn choi'ds of the bass speak 
of courageous self-reliance, of the strength and 
fortitude of a truly great heart. Tlie treble tells 
its passionate accents, but no human consolation 
can be accepted ; and tlie deep, slow bass repeats 
this to the treble. Not even human sympathy: 
the grief must be borne iu silence and alone. It 
is a sadness without limit, without remedy. The 
abyss of separation can never bo bridged ; a 
raging torrent rolls between. The soul clambers 
with patient firmness up the ascent without one 
consoling friend, and seelts the solitude of its sor- 
row ; finding a proud content in its own self- 
iupport, in its own heroic courage." 
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As the final cbord vibrated, a deep sigh startled 
the pianiste from her reverie. Slie turned : 
Moreau GrottschaUi stood behind her. He had 
entered the room while she played. " Why can- 
Dot yon play in that way at all tinaes ? " he asUed 
a little severely. " You mock me, I play some 
things for yoa, which you understand as well as I 
do myself, perhajM better; for you know what it 
is to be sad, and lose every thing that makes life 
happy, — wealth, friends, and the one you best 
love of all tlie world ; but I know nothing of all 
that. Come, don't play more : I don't care to be 
sad. I went for these ; I know you love them ; " 
and lie placed before her a basket filled with white 
grapes and tropical fruits. " Hush ! don't cry 
over such a simple offering : if you were in a 
brilliant concert-i'oom, and ]iad played like that,, 
you would have been greeted with great bouquets, 
and I would have sent yoa a bunch of white 
camellias and violets." I would not have brought 
it for you all my own self, as I have this basket, 
for then ' the world ' would have said, ' Moreau 
Gottschalk loves the beautiful ^i'amsfe ,' ' and lea 
jolies demoiselles would have been so jealous : 
rCest ce pas ? " His merry laugh rang out as he 
lifted a bunch of grapes, and lianded them lo the 
Wy. "You know I don't love anybody \5ry 
long ; but I love to make fun of ' les femvnes 
mvantes,' I love cigarettes ; but, more than all, I 
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love to hear you laugh, and to see you sit down 
and eat grapes, and to hear you talk of music. 
Music I my only real love, the only bride I'll ever 
claim." 

" Do not talk so, Moreau. I hope you will 
marry, one of these days, and give up your roving 
life ; and may your wife be a 'femme ' suffi- 
ciently ' savante ' to appreciate you, and make 
every allowance for your strange, inconstant, 
inconsistent nature ! A happy home would be a 
paradise for you." 

He raised his eyes to her face, and replied, 
" Never : I shall never marry, — not by my own 
free will, at least ; nor will any thing compel me 
so to do but my own conscience. Enough: let 
us talk of happier things." The conversation 
wandered to the musical news of the day, the 
Philharmonic rehearsals, and the concert-rooms. 
" Now tell me all the ugly things you've heard of 
me in the classical coterie at ." 

" I only tell you in order to aid you to reform. 
They say you are ' no artist,' only a. ' musical 
mechanic' You give no grand theme, only a 
melody overladen with ornaments of trill, arpeg- 
gio, and ' U chant Men soutenu et US,' ' canto ben 
iostenuto.' Explain to me now why you are ' no 
artist.' " 

" Because I do not follow in the track of the 
great schools of musical art ; because I am jMoreau 
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Gottsctalk, and nobody else; because I feel joy 
in my soul, and let the ■ tone-spirit ' fly, or because 
I feel sad and cling to my ' tone-spirit,' striving to 
impart to her my lieart-throbs, and calling to iier 
from my soul in tlie love and desjjair of my pas- 
sion. Music is my bride to cheer and delight me. 
Music is my friend to amuse and make me gay. 
Music — ah ! it is my angel to lead me to 
God." 

" But does it not speak in an unknown tongue 
to the clique at ? " 

He smiled, and shook his liead. There was 
sadness in the tone as he answered, " No, I think 
not ; but it speaks of such simple things, that they 
understand it too well. They iike those who 
work for the future, or those who imitate the past. 
They forget that I work to cheer younger musi- 
cians in their toilsome way, and, when I no longer 
please them, let tliem go higlier, perhaps ; but 
others take their place. Ah ! one day I will do 
wonders ; and you shall see me wiold a baton as 

graceful and grand as : but not like him will 

I soothe and rest my audience. No : I'll thrill 
them with excitement and love ; I'll inspire them 
with worship for my music-bride. Her soothing 
must be for me alone ; and she shall rest me only 
in lieaven." 

As he said these words, he arose from his chair, 
hia eyes fixed on the marble Madonna over the 
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mantle, his hands crossed on his breast, his whole 
fi-auie trembling and quivering with excitement. 

" Hush, Moreau I Music in your soul can never 
die. For wliat is worthy of life in us, there can be 
no death." 

" Go I don't speak to me now," he exclaimed, 
as she came near to him, and tried to lead his mind 
to other thhigs, " I am tired, excited : leave 
me I " 

"No, I will not," replied the firm, soft, 
womanly voice ; " no, you shall obey me." 
She drew the chair back from the fii'e, and, tak- 
ing the arm of the young ai-tist, led him to the 
sofa. " Now lie down." A few gentle mesmeric 
touches upon his brow, and his eyes closed. 

She returned to her embroidery, and worked 
diligently till the silver-toned clock told the hour 
of ten ; and then she turned her head and whis- 
pered, "More.au, Moreau, ne dormezplus." 

He opened his eyes, and started up. " Ah I 
I've been dreaming of my fame again. How 
good you are to let me rest! You must speak 
Italian, and say 'in sonno placido io dormiro.' 
But, good-night : I know you will not let me stay 
longer." 

He put on bis overcoat, and, with the lady's 
permission, lit a cigar; but, before taking up his 
hat, he seated himself at the piano. Never did 
the " Miserere du Trovatore " speak in holier 
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tones. " jVwi di scorda di me," and " Addw^* 
rang out from a burdened, loving heart, impa^ 
tiently longing, earnestly repeating, — 

" Seonto col sangue mio, 
L'amor che pose in te, 
Noa ti seorda di me, non li scorda " — 

He turned from the piano, and, bowing low, left 
the lady's presence without another word. 
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" Lirge wa* lil» Iwuntr, and hia eoa! sincere." -Obat. 

"Good, the more 
Oommaniealea, moreabundiinlgrowi."— MILTOM. 

IT wa3 a lovely evening in August, and the 
setting sun filled the little village of Geneseo 
witli a golden, misty liaze. Young girls flitted 
from cottage to cottage: all seemed merry and 
gay, for Concert Half was to be oponed by Mr. 
Bassini's Normal pnjiils, with a private musical 
reception. A friend of Mr. Gottschalk, residing 
in the villaire, was one of the few who was favored 
with an invitation. 

Three of the best piano soloists among the 
pupils had offered their services ; and their young 
friends were gathering around them, urging them 
to [)lay their favorite morceavx. " No : I will play 
' Last Hope,' " replied one sweet, low voice. " If 
Lorette plays Thalberg, I'll follow witli Gotts 
chalk." 

The passer-by shuddered, and murmured to 
herself, " Ah ! must I hear poor Moreau murdered 
by school-girl attempts at music? I've half a 
mind not to go to-night." 
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Evening came, and the brilliantly-lighted hall 
was crowded with guests. The music was well 
rendered ; and, when a fair girl arose fi'om Thal- 
berg's " Home, Sweet Home," the encore she 
received was fully deserved. After a charming 
aria by the sweetest and pnrest soprano in the 
class, a young girl took her place at the piano, 
and the opening chords of "Last Hope" filled 
the room with their minore religtoso. It was 
marvellously well played : the girl was a fine eze- 
eutante; but there was something more than 
mere execution, — a soul filled with that peculiar 
magnetic power which Gottsehalk's most earnest 
instruction ever imparted. 

A few days after the concert, Mr. Gottsehalk's 
friend sought an introduction to the young girl 
and her mother. " Is your daughter a pupil of 
Mr. Gottschalk ? " was one of the fii-st questions 
she asked. "Her rendition of the 'Last Hope' 
was so excellent, so like one of the composer's 
liappiest methods of rendering it (and he had 
many), I felt that you must have taken it from 
himself." 

"You are right," replied the lady; "but my 
daughter has never been a pupil of any one : I 
have been her only music-teacher. She learned 
ihe ' Last Hope ' a year ago ; but, after hearing 
Mr. Gottschalk play it at a concert last winter, 
she declared she never could play it again. The 
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morning after the concert, hearing that Mr. 
Gottschalk was detained in town for several 
hours, I took my daughter to lilni, and begged 
him to give her a single lesson. lie was all in- 
terest and kindness at once. I naver passed a 
happier hour. He played it page hy page, and 
she imitated him until she caught his idea suffi- 
ciently to carry it into her execution. He was 
only too generous," added the lady ; " for he 
utttrly refused any remnnei-ation, and seemed 
quite shocked at the idea of my supposing he 
would take it. ' Are we not both teachers ? ' he 
replied, gracefully extending liis hand to me: 
'surely we should aid each other. Bring your 
daughter to New York some time, and I will aid 
her still more ; for she has great talent, and that is 
something I dearly love.' " 

Yes, he loved talent, but more he loved to en- 
courage it ; and there can be stories innumerable 
told of his generosity and self-sacrifice for the 
happiness of others. " Unselfish as Gottschalk " 
became a proverb among a certain musical coterie 
in New York ; and to this day it is quoted when 
any truly great artists (too few of them, alas!) 
give their services as quietly and unostentatiously 
as Gottschalk ever gave his. 

Where is the artist who can equal him in 
charities to the sick and suffering, the poor and 
the ignorant? In Buenos Ayres he gave con- 
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certs for the benefit of the English, French, Gei> 
man, and native hospitals, to the amount of twelve 
thousand dollars in gold. He was one of the 
founders of the Invalid Hospital ; and all lionor to 
the gcateful hearts who presented him a golden 
medal for these munificent gifts ! And how does 
he speak of it ? Not in self-gratulation or glori- 
fication. In a letter to his friend, Mr, F. G. 
HiU of Boston, he merely says, — 

" The board of public schools, common council, the 
directors of hospitals, and the government of Valparaiso, 
offered mc a, beautiful gilt hox, encloainj a brcast-pia and 
two dozen magniBcently embroidered handkerchiufa." 

They were ffd u h tw a ep I 

Tiie gold med 1 f n 1 In al d H p al a d 
the heautiful f m f n 1 Id 

of Buenos Aj f d uj n 1 by 

fair hands tha 1 ul 1 n f 1 } 

ance ; and hi. u d i m n m 

of grateful lats al Inaak Id 
ments of his y In M 11 a 

one of the founders of the society called " Friends 
of the Education of tlie People," the object of 
which is the founding of public schools. Of the 
medals which he received, lie merely remarks, — 

"I have been honored with three gold medals, one of 
whieh is the; gift of the ladies of the Republie of Urit 
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But it is not so mucli liis public charities, of 
ivliicli all may be assured, that we ougiit to speak. 
It is of those daily acts of kindness that distin- 
guished and filled his life with a quiet content in 
the happiness of others. A single instance will 
show more thoroughly what such simple kind- 
nesses were. 

It was a winter afternoon of sunshine and 
sparkling snow-drifts ; and sleigh-hells sounded 
their silvery tones throughout Central Park, for 
the roads there were splendid. Mr, Gottschalk, 
in the luxurious sleigh of one of New York's 
. fairest daughters, was enjoying the drive. As 
the sleigh of an intimate acquaintance passed, 
he noticed that an invalid brother of the gentle- 
man driving was not as usual beside him. Tm*n- 
ing to the lady, lie asked, "Where is to- 
day?" 

"Much worse," she rcj)lied. "Ho is discouf- 
agod ; fears ho never will get well, and says he 
means to die as soon as ho can. He feels lie is a 
burden to himself and Ids friends." 

A look yf deep sadness came into Gottschalk's 
face: ho gazed at tlic brilliant scene around him, 
and tlieu at the hills beyojid, where snow-laden 
cypresses pointed lieaven^vard. After a few 
moments of earnest thought, ho again turned to 
the lady, and said in a hesitating tone, as if fear- 
ing to offend, " Mademoiselle, I feci tliat I ought 
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to see to-day, I had not heard he was 

worse. Will you leave me here at the corner ? I 
will go to him at once." 

It was ill vain the beautifiil girl offered to 
drive with him to his friend's house : he thanked 
her with the utmost gratitude, but insisted on 
walking. As his graceful, elegant form was seen 
apon the avenue, sleigh after sleigh drove up, 
and the fair occupants desired him to drive with 
them ; and many were the smiles, bows, and 
sighs wafted to hira from pretty girls and stately 
matrons. " Tliis is too much : I must get out of 
this' " he said to a fiiend who had joined him. 
" Come, Harry, lc;t's go into Sixth Avenue." But 
" Harry," who was never known to walk half a 
step out of his way, kept on the avenue ; and it 
was only through some ruse tliat Gottst-halk man- 
aged to leave him. 

Before one of the largest confectioners on 
Sisth Avenue, a crowd of little ragged children 
stood gazing with longing eyes into the window. 
As Gottsclialk approached them, a lady fi-iend 
walking on the opposite side of the street ob- 
sei-ved him. When he reached the children, and 
saw the cause of their admii'ation, — a huge pyra- 
mid of sugar-plums rising from a foundation of 
cake, — and heard tlieir envious sighs of the rich 
children who thronged to purchase the "goodies," 
he made his way to the shop-door, and with a 
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pleasant smile, and " Come, yoa youngsters, I'll 
treat," he invited the crowd into the store. 

The lady, who liad crossed the street to meet 
Gottschalk, saw and heard all. She, too, entered 
the shop ; and there, to be sure, was the young 
maestro filling the hands and pockets of the ragged 
crowd with sugar-plums. If lie ever gave a cross 
look or spoke a hasty word in his life, he did on 
the occasion when his friend threw back her veil 
and exclaimed, "Jtfitis, Moreau, que fais-tn parmi 
le» bonbons?" 

^^You here! ah, you Spi/.'" and he actually 
blushed as if canght in an ungentlemanly act ; 
but continued, " I am only on a With foldtrerie, — 
a harmless petit soupS, d la Maison Boree, pour les 
erifants. But, come ; these poor children are too 
full to speak. Let us go." 

Full or not, the ragged crowd gave a parting 
cheer that was more grateful to his kind heart 
than the hravos of the concert-room. 

" You are real good, Moreau. But how comes 
it you are in this part of the world alone ? " 

In a few words he explained the cause, and 
added, " I was going to stop at your rooms and 
get a book to read to . Wiiat shall I take ? " 

" Adelaide Procter, or Tennyson, if you like." 

"Yes, I'll take Adelaide Procter: I like that 
best. And I'll read ' Give me thy Heart.' There' 
ia a breath of music all through that poem : you 
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hear the organ-notes die away, and the voices; of 
spirits speaking in the shadowy gloom of even- 
ing." They walked on in silence for a while ; 
and then he exclaimed suddenly, " Ah, well I 
why isn't it just as well to be a heap of sugai'- 
plums as an applauded musician ? " 

" What are you thinking about ? " questioned 
the lady in an amused tone. 

" Only this : if I were sugar-plums, the little 
children would like me and admire me, and I 
could make them bappv." 

" But you make older ones happy now." 

"Do I really? or is it only that they make 
themselves happy in thinking I serve them ? " 

" Ybu mean they arrogate to themselves your 
power of pleasing. For instance : a beautiful 
woman favors you, honors you with delicately 
scented billets-doux, pets you ' en faisant les beaux 
ymx: ' you feel she only admires you because you 
Lave striven to please her; not because she knows 
your inner nature, and apprehends you yoiiraelf." 

" Exactly. You know I don't belong to myself 
before the woi'ld : I am in the employ of the 
manager who engages me, and I must do all I 
can to attract fine audiences : therefore I must 
^faire les beaux yeux ' in return, an{i allow myself 
to be petted, flattered, and caressed." 

" Ob, you absurdly arrogant creature ! How 
_^on must suffer! how you must dislike to resort 
to such deception ! " 



.yGooglc 



LOUIS MOREAV GOTTSCHALE. 135 

" Please do not pretend to misundurstiincl me," 
he said, as he looked down into her upraised eyes 
with his sad but radiant smile. " It is all very 
nice indeed: I'm a man, and I lilte it immensely- 
But you know wiiat I mean: it does not satisty 
me ; it is not the pure, childlike love which my 
soul craves ; it is a made:-^p sentiment, with which 
sympathy and kindred tastes liave nothing to do. 
What do you suppose I care for the sentimental 
trash of these women, any woman indeed ? " 

"But, Moreau, you couldn't live without their 

He turned upon her a glance of anger like a 
lightning flash. " What do you suppose life is 
to me, if you really tliink that true ? Life for 
me must be love; but not the sort of love a 
woman who flirts with me can givt?. Life must 
be gay and bright, but bright with my own deeds 
of helpfulness to others. Life must he for some end 
and aim; and you know what my aim is, — to aid 
and cheer those who hsten to my music, to inter- 
pret the good 1 feel in my own lieart to those 
striving as I have striven. I may fad; but I 
shall do ray best to be true to myseif and to the 
science for which I live." 

" Moreau, are you true to yourself when you 
hide your real nature from the world? So few 
really know you." 

"But my friends do," he rephed quickly. 
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" and that is all I ask ; and I hope, if I am genei 
ous and charitable, ray example will be followed 
Ly others ; and if they, in their turn, do all the 
good they can, why, I think the world will be 
none the worse for the indolent, dolee far nienU 
life of Louis Moreau Gottschalk." 

Noble, generous ctiild of those glorious tropical 
chines where no cold "calculating costs" comes 
to check the generous impulses of the heart ! In 
tliat day when the crown-jewels of a Saviour are 
made up, when the recording ange! reads from 
the golden record the names of those who have 
" loved their feliow-men," ah I methinks the name 
of L0013 Moreau Gottschalk will be foremost 
in the van of that glorious company; and the 
music of heaven will be stilled while the words, 
which, eighteen hundred years ago, were spoken 
in Judtea, will re-echo tli rough out the golden 
Bumraer-Iand, — 

" Inasmuch as ye have done it to one of the 
least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto 
Mb." 
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FORTISSIMO, 



■ If an dell^U not me : no, ngr woman neither." — Shakspeabe. 

A DARK November day liiid iiung over New 
York; and. tlie city was damp, cliilly, and 
tnournfiil. Tlie crowd of carriages, with their 
elegantly-dressed occupants, were rapidly driving 
home from Central Park; and evety face looked 
blue and cold in the fast-gathering light of even- 
ing. On the steps of one of the most elegant 
mansions in Fifth Avenue stood Moreau Gotts- 
chalk. 

He had lighted his cigar, and was wrapping his 
graceful Spanisli cloak more closely about him, 
wjien he caught sight of a lady who passed the 
house and turned into Twenty-third Street. In 
an instant he was beside her. Tlirowing away 
his cigar, and taking the music-roll she cari'ied, 
he offered her his arm, saying, " It is too dark for 
you to be walking alone. Come, I will go home 



with 



you. 
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" No ; it is your dinner-hour, and I can take 
the cars in Sixth Avenue." 

" Now be quiet, and don't talk any more. I 
was coming to see you, even if I had not met 
you ; for I have much to ask you," 

There was such' hesitancy and doubt in his 
tone, tliat tlie lady looked up to his sad face, and 
asked quickly, " Are you ill, Moreau ? " 

" No : only tired, ' discouraged ' as yon say. 
I know," he continued, not heeding her. es- 
. pression of surprise, " it is not from over-exer- 
tion in teaching, for that is not required of me by 
the pupils I've had to-day ; but it is so hard to 
talk sentimental musical nonsense to amateurs who 
are not even appreciative, save from rote, — some 
musical, nonsensical criticism they've learned." 

" Why do you talk to them, then ? " 

" How can I help it? When a sweet, pretty 
woman looks at me, and asks a sensible question 
about music, I answer her from mere impulse ; 
and so am often drawn into a iialf-and-balf flirta- 
tion ; for, of course, that is all I attempt." 

The lady laughed. " Ah, Moreau ! when do 
you attempt whole flirtations with your sincere 
friends, — myself, for instance ? " 

" No," be said very quietly. " I never 
attempt to storm a battery so much stronger than 
myself I should have my own guns turned 
Hgainst me in the first onset ! " 



.yGooglc 



LOUIS MOREAV GOTTSCBALK. 139 

" TrSve de compliments, Moreau," and the 
lady liiuglied aloud. " your answer is character- 
istic, and I'm ashamed of myself for suggesting 
such a strain of talk." 

His merry smile re-assured her, and he said, 
" It isn't in liuman nature ,to talk sense all tlie 
time ; and I know I should consider you rather 
inhuman, * strong-minded' perhaps, if you did. 
Jtfais voild, tious sommes chez vous : no, I'm not 
coming in just yet," lie said, as lie handed her 
her music-roll. " I will be here at eight o'clock. 
And don't make any other engagement for the 
evening: I am going to take you somewli(?re with 
me. Eat your dinner in peace, and don't be 
curious." He Ht another cigar, and turned to- 
wards Broadway, 

The nine-o'clock bell at City Hall had sounded, 
and still Moreau Gottsctialk sat in tlie velvet 
fauteuil m his friend's parlor. On the ottoman 
beside him, her arm resting on his chair, sat the 
lady, pleading as only a woman can plead with 
a wayward, obstinate child. " Moreau, wliat 
earthly pleasure can it give you to go to those 
^petits soiipers ' ? It is not the kind of excitement 
that you ought to indulge in. There are plenty 
of sweet, good women in the world," 

" mon Dieuf yes," he exclaimed : "wn peu 
trap!" 

" Now, hush ! I mean there are plenty of quiet 
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home-bodies, who never appear in public ; and 
surely they could make an evening pass pleasantly 
to you " — 

She paused: hia amused laugh silenced her; 
and he answered, " My dear young woman, who 
knows best what is good for me ? — you who never 
went to an artiste sapper at Maison-Doree in all 
your life, or myself? True, I can pass my even- 
ings pleasantly enough all alone ; my music and 
my i-everies are more entertaining than any thing 
I can find away from my own room : but I need 
the laisser-aUer of the companions I meet to- 
night ; and — yes, I may as well tell the truth — 
the badinage and repartee of those you call 
actresses and artistes are so far superior to any 
thing I iiear in la haute soeietS, that it wakes me 
up, and amuses me wlien weary." 

" I am sorry you know so little, then, of, la 
lonne socieii?," slie said in rather a hesitating 
tone. " Perhaps it is wicked to say it : but some- 
how these soupers d'artiste remind me of demi- 
monde; and that frightens me. I know there is a 
brilliancy and sparkle that can only come from 
gentle birth and intellectual culture, — exceptions 
innumerable, I grant you : but, af^er ail, la bonne 
SoeietS is like the river fed with pure mountain 
springs, although those springs may have risen 
from the black earth, and trickled through moss- 
banks; while demi-monde is iiie aqua fontana of 
chemists, brought through pipes, pumps." 
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" Do please say filters " lie exclaimed with his 
merriest laugh. " I only want your absurd senti- 
ment to get you into a trap ; for you know filtered 
water is the purest. But never mind: I know 
what you mean better than you do yourself; and 
I'll not turn your ovyn word-weapons against 
you. To rae, demi-monde ImpVies artificial society, 
worldly women, intriguantes, adventuresses, and 
those whom common sense cannot approve: but, 
after all, they are women; and you know what 
Burns says, — 



I shall aiiock you, I suppose, if I tell you, that, 
in Europe, I've met queens of demt-^monde who 
were intellectually superior to the women who 
honor me with concert-room or philharmonic 
rehearsal flirtations ; and you know some of these 
belong to la honne sooiSte in New York ! " 

The lady was silent, and rose to look over the 
evening papei-s on the table ; but Mr. Gottsolialk 
motioned to her to sit down again. " I know you 
are getting angry, and I rather like it ; for it isn't 
often you do a siJiy thing. Now, you know I 

intend to go to Madam 's supper at la Maison- 

Doree to-niglit, and intend to take you with me." 

Like a flash of lightning the lady sprang from 
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her chair and stood before him. " How dare 
yoa, Moreau? " But tears checked her utterance : 
with a cry of patn she sank on the floor, and 
buried her face in her hands. 

He too had risen, the dreamy look gone from 
his eyes, a proud, inclignant expression rendering 
them far more beautiful. He raised the half- 
kneeling woman, whispering softly but sternly, 
" Hush, Octavie : do you dare to doubt me, — you 
whom I love as my sister, you whose child I have 
held to my heart as a little brother? By the mem- 
ory of that angel-boy, listen to me." 

With face suiFused with tears and blushes, she 
faltered, "Forgive me, Moreau: I never doubted 
you ; only I forgot that I am now only a music- 
teacher in our bonne societS, and must mingle 
more with the artistes of my profession. I 
know" — she paused again, tears came so fast; 
*' I know Madam does not belong to demi- 
monde ; but she used to sing at my SoirSes pro- 
fessionally. She was not an invited guest." 

"And why not?" he asked coolly, as he drew 
a fauteuil towards the lady, and leaned against 
the mantle with folded arms. " Was she not 
equal to you in good sense, superior to you in 
beauty, if not iu grace? was she not ladylike? 
Ah! this boasted equality in republican America — 
what a myth it is 1 But come ; I'll not discuss the 
question : you don't know how to argue. ' We'll 
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agree to disagree.' One thing I'm certain of: 
you're a born aristocrat." 

" Yes, thank God ! " flashed out the lady. 

"Don't become heroic: you'U eclipse Ristori," 
he said with coo! sarcasm. " Every true woman 
is an aristocrat : self-respect and truth make tha 
gentlewoman, not clothes nor culture. If your 
ancestors did hold rank in the Court of Lady 
Washington, are you any more ' san^ juwr ' than 
the good little maid who sweeps tins room ? " 

" No ; but more sang froid, and capable of 
reminding Moi-eau Gottschalk that even my 
regard for him will not allow me to listen to what 
I deem bis impudence." 

" Cela in'est 4(jal" he replied with perfect indif- 
ference, and walked to the piano. A few 
strangely wild arpeggios rippled fi-oin the keys ; 
abrupt modulations rushed into a demoniac polka ; 
a tornado of anger swept through the wild meas- 
m-es : but still the small voice of conscience 
occasionally trilled far up iu the treble, and in 
doubting, hesitating chromatics, came down at 
last into the passion and anger of the surging 
bass, stilling its wild rage. Suddenly he started 
up, and the next moment was kneeling beside the 
lady's chair ; like a tired child he came with tear- 
ful eyes, and whispered, " Madre, forgive me : I 
did wrong to anger you. I know I am right on 
my side tlie picture, and I am suee you are right 
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on yours. One of tliese days you'll come over on 
my side, and see that I am right : till then I can 
only wait in patience." 

" Moreau," and the lady laid her hand on his 
beautiful brow, " I, too, was angry and rude: I 
need your forgiveness. I know I have self-respeci 
and truth, but cannot yet 

'Smile at tlie claims of long descent.' 

You who know the world so well, and know just 
what women are, help me to be a true, noble 
woman, whether aristocrat or plebeian." 

" There spoke my brave, splendid Octavie 
again ! " be said, springing to his feet, and taking 
her band. " Come, let us play ' BSponds-mot ! ' " 

And they went to the piano. Socb a merry, 
laughing duo as it was I Those delicate, beauti- 
ful hands of the artiste flew here and there, in 
and out, improvising trills and roulades of exqui- 
site melody. It was a danse cviaine to the trilling 
of birds, amid plant-orchestration of tropical hue, 
and perfume of the forgetful Egyptian lotus 
sweeping over the souls so lately filled with anger 
and strife. At its close he turned to his friend, 
and with sofi, low tones full of persuasion, said, 
" You will go to Maison-Doii^e with me to-night ? 
RSponds-inoi" 

" Yes, I will," she answered. 
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•'That is right. Now you liave half an hour 
to appear en grande toihtte. Tou are too distin- 
gu6& in that plain black ; you look like an empress 
in disguise : but in colors you look like other 
women. Now go and dress, please, and come 
down closely veiled. The carriage will be here a 
eleven o'clock. But wait: before you go, I want 
to tell you that I do not smw7e 

' At the claims of long descent;' 

although I hold to the belief that 

'Kind hearts are more than coronets, 
And simple foitU than Norman blood.' 

I do hke those born of a long line of patrician 
ancestry : they are more I'efined, more quickly 
susceptible to the sympathetic spiritual needs of 
their friends, than those new to culture and social 
rank." 

" All, Moreaii ! I forgive you entirely," 
The blue-room at la Maison-Dorde was never 
lighted for a merrier party of artists and pian- 
ists than that given by Madam in honor 

of a splendid concert success lately achieved by a 
fair debutante. Three of the most brilliant jour- 
nalists were present; and although their wives 
and daughters were quietly at home, doubtless 
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pitying the business that detained the " falher of 
the family " in the editorial chair, these poor 
business-men were full of amusing witticisms, and 
provoked most brilliant repartee from the fair 
artiste by whom they were entertained. It must 
be confessed, there was a moment's hesitation and 
awkwardness when the door opened to admit 
Gottschalk and his friend; for she was an utter 

stranger to Madam , who had invited her at 

Gottsclialk's request. The embarrassment was 
but momentary ; for Gottschalk, in mirth-provok- 
ing manner, caught up a liquor-glass, and, filling it 
with champagne, poured a few drops on her head, 
saying, " jSoi/bz le bienvenue, Octavie, retne des 
chromaiiques." 

It was impossible not to laugh, and the laugh 
silenced questioning; and she was never known to 
any except as " Octavie, una Fran§aise, I'ainie de 
Gottsclialk." 

What a gay, merry night it was! Most deli- 
cious viands covered the table, and choice wines 
sparkled in delicate glasses. Art and music were 
the topics of conversation ; and many a brilliant 
criticism flashed out under the exhilarating influ- 
ences of Cliquot, and " Sunshine " equal to that of 
Monte Bdne. Gottschalk, although at the head 
of the tahle, was not the leader in these wild but 
merry tales : he listened, and smoked his cigarettes, 
or toyed with the fruits before him, his eyes fixed 
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on his friend, who sat at his right, also quiet, 
but amused, and enjoying tlie new social sphere 
into which she had entered. 

'"iJeiiM dea chromatiques^ — what does that 
mean. Monsieur Gottschalk ? " asked one of tlie 
ladies on the other side of the table. " Is made- 
moisehe vocaliste, or pianiste ? " 

" Both," he rephed smiling. "So, of course, 
she is all tones combined, rests nowhere; but 
flashes and sparkles like ' La Source,' which, by 

the way, played so finely at your concert ; " 

and so he turned the conversation from his friend. 
But it was of no avail : in a few moments the 
lady returned to the charge. 

" She sings, I am sure : such a rippling laugh 
as that designates a soprano." 

" Ah ! what a faultless art critique you are I " 
retorted Gottschalk, laughing. " Just listen, and 
say no more." He led " Octavie " to the piano. 
"You must sing, to quiet and satisfy them," he 
whispered. " Tliey are mystified enougb. Come, 
what shall it be ? I want your grandest contralto 
tones: then you shall go home; fori know you 
must be tired." All this was said as he impro- 
vised an e.xqu:site minore prelude to Bassini's 
"Soledad," arranged for contralto. 

It was impossible to hesitate or falter, upheld 
by such accompaniment : the applause her execu- 
tion received was due more to the pianiste than 
to her own merit. 
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" Well, am I fooHsh, or not, to waste my time 
among such associates ? " he asked, when they 
were seated in the carriage again. 

" No : if every supper-party is hke this, I think 
it is recreation for you." 

" But for yourself, how do you like it ? " 

" Oh, not at all I " she exclaimed, shuddering. 
" I prefer my own little room, my books and my 
piano, to all the men and women in the world. 
For myself, such evenings would be silly waste 
of time. I would rather read that had Grenviile de 
Vigne, or listen to yonr absurd flirtation stories 
de Paris, than partici|)ate in any such scene. 
But with you it is different : I think it wakes you 
out of your dream-life. You may ^o whenever 
yon please. And now, good-night; for here we 
are at my home." 

As he handed her from the carriage, and ac- 
companied her up to the door, he said, " Thanks 
for your permission. But I don't care for suppers : 
I had much rather go to hed and have a good night's 
rest; ray health demands it. But I was deter- 
mined you should attend a supper, and so know 
how to criticise the actions of your gentlemen 
friends when you hear of 'midnight orgies' at 
' Maison-Dor(5e,' or any other ' Maison.' To. 
night was a fair sample of my ' orgies bach' 
chanale ' !" 

" lu the presence of women you mean ? " 
questioned the lady. 
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" Ask my gentlemen iriends how much worse 
I am with them. I know I am liappier with 
them ; and, knowing that, you should remember 
' La eharitS se rejouit du honhetir d'aidrui.' " 

" I had better remember that ' Lesplua sage ne 
Usontpas toujours.' " 
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OCT. 25, 1863. I have just copied the abova 
verses. Moreau Gottschalk gave them to me 
last week. His sad face to-day, as he passed me 
on the avenue, recalled them. I fear his poor 
brother Edward is worse." 

The foregoing paragraph, taken from an old 
journal, seems aptly fitted to introduce the follow- 
ing sketches gathered from conversations with 
friends who were frequently with Mr. Gottschalk 
during the spring, summer, and fall of 1863. 

"I remember the day Gottschalk expected his 
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brother. It was in the early spring of 1863, — a 
damp, raw afternoon. He asked rae to go with hira 
to tlie steamer, somewhere down by the Battery, I 
beheve. As a Bostonian, I do not know enough of 
New York to be sure of the direction we took: I 
only know, tliat, when we reached tliere, we were 
told that the vessel was detained at quarantine, 
and it was not known when it would arrive. 

"The next morning, however, while Gottschalk 
was receiving some friends at liis boarding-plaee, 
his brother came. ' Take Edward up to my 
room, please,' he said to me : 'I will follow im- 
mediately,' 

" I ran up stairs, quite forgetting how weak and 
ill poor Edward was. When wu reached his 
brother's room, he could hardly speak : his breath 
was gone. I led him to the sofa, and he lay 
down. Gottschalk, entering soon after, went to 
him, and, putting his arm around hira, sought to 
amuse Iiim by conversation. He was too weary 
to speak, and only said, ' Play for me.' 

" ' Yes ; play " Berceuse/' ' I suggested : ' Ed- 
ward has never heard it.' 

" Gottschalk went to the piano, and, with all the 
pathos and soul-power of which he was master, 
he gave that exquisite cradle-song, ahnost the 
lullaby of death into life eternal ; only liolding 
the loved one to earth by the lingering love-kiss 
of the closing measures, — those pure, sweet meas 
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ures, freighted with the passion of a mother's kiss 
upon the eyelids of her sleeping darling ! 

" How it called up the mother-love in the hearts 
of those long-parted brothers ! Clasped in each 
other's arms, Moreau and Edward Gottschalk 
wept such tears as only pure-hearted, earnest 
men weep, — tears that assoil the soul of sin, tears 
that ' drop like amber ' while the heart cries out 
for that 



even God's blessing, that they might 

' Lose the sense of losing.' " 

T!ie summer days caino on ; and the brothers 
went to Saratoga, hoping that the medicinal waters 
and the diy inland air would benefit the declining 
strength of the young invalid. Moreau Gotts- 
chalk was untiring iii-his devotion to his brother. 
He drove out with him when able to ride ; but 
most of his time was passed in his brotiier's room, 
reading to him, and amusing liim by every means 
in his power. It is true he was often seen in the 
parlor, playing for the guests : it was the only 
way he could return the many kindnesses shown 
him and his brother by tlie fi*ir inmates of the 
hotel. What if these beautiful women thronged 



>yGoOQlc 



LOVIS MORBAU GOTTSCHALK. 153 

about him? was t a m rk of iinmanliness to 
receive their sweet adulat on ? However much 
they may have wear d h n — for weary him they 
did, — he rare! n a t st -d I s weariness : he waa 
at all times a pe feet ge tie i a i. 

One evening, however, when flattery and praise 
had fairly sickened him, he whispered to a friend 
with whom he was playing a duo, " I can't endure 
this any longer. I must go : Edward needs me ; " 
and so he left the thoughtless crowd, and shut 
himself in his brother's room, utterly refusing to 
go to the parlor again. 

But he did not deny his friends the delight of 
hearing his wonderful improvisations. At night, 
after tlie dancing was over, and the guests had 
gone to their rooms, Gottschalk and a few friends 
would come down to the parlor of Union Hall, 
and there he would play for them. Delicious 
moments, never to be forgotten ! When hours 
flew by, and the moonlight feded from the long 
coiTidors, and the stillness of midnight reigned 
over all, out on the calm night-wind floated 
strains of melody, freighted with the red wine of 
love poured out in the golden silence of the soul's 
sympathy. Again and again tlio rich purple hue 
of suffering swept athwart the heart, and the minore 
deepened into harmonies of amethystine splendor ; 
but the day-star of hope rose silvery clear in the 
Orient of the poet's soul, and flung its luxuriant 
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radiance over the passion of the contrite, purple 

sadoess. 

A seraph, bending from his sphere, 

Marvelled such tones should linger here : 

He stilled his har]>, then caugkc the straioj 

And bore it home to heaven again. 

Thus memory echoeth the tone 

That love once breathed for love alone ! * 

All too quickly flew by those sumnier hours, 
and the September days found the brothers once 
more in New York. The coveted strength had 
not been granted the invalid ; and very soon 
Moreau Gottschalk knew ihat his brother must 
die. What pen can paint the anguish of that 
loving heart ! His own words but dimly shadow 
fortlj his grief. The following hurried note to a 
friend,* written during a season of great suffering, 
must tell its own story : — 

I>EAB , — I have not written to you this long 

■while, on account of poor Edward's illness. He is fading 
away gradually, and, alas I will leave this world for another 
— better, I hope — ere the week is over. The doctor tells 
me to-night that he may perhaps not last so long; that at 
any moment he may — I cannot nrite the dreadful word 1 

You can imagine my feelings better than my pen could 

ever describe thcin. Adieu, dear F . 

Yours tiTjly and sadly, 

Gottschalk, 

WBDKESDAY, 10, P.M. 

■ To Mr, F. G. em of Boston. 
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Edward Gottschalk died, and Moreau was left 
alone. Tlie winter came on, and quietly and 
sadly Grottschalk devoted his tinio to the study 
and practice of his art : his cliief recreation being 
the companionship of his musical friends. He 
rarely appeared in puhlic. Occasionally he looked 
in at the Philharmonic rehearsals, when Beet- 
hoven'a music was given. One afternoon, the 
"Eroica" was played. Gottschalk was sitting 
beside a friend, in an obscure part of the house. 
As tlie magnificent orchest ration of the " Marche 
Funebre " resonniled tbrougbout the academy, he 
leaned his head on one hand, every nerve in his 
body quivering ami tremblini; as with pain. AH 
througli that glorious apotheosis to a heroic soul 
his breast heaved with convuLsivo sobs, only sup- 
pressed by strongest self-control. His friend 
slipped her hand into his, whispering, "Ayez pitii 
de moi, Moreau : vous saves bien que Je Bouffre." 

It was her only hope of arousing liim, — appeal- 
ing to his generous nature. His band closed on 
bei's with an iron clasp ; and in a voice choked 
witli tears he replied, " Oli, help me to bear it 
I ani very vveak. This music is agony. No hope 
no hope ! O Edward, my brother I " 

But the music — 

" A strain more noble than the first 
Mused . . . and outburst. 
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Wilh ^a.at march, from floor to roof 
Boae the full notes ; now parted off 
In pauses massively aloot^ 

Like measured thunders ; now rejoined 
In concords of mysterious kind, 
Which won leather sense and mind 1 " 

As the closing measures, throbbing with the 
noble despair of proud hearts, sank into silence, 
he raised his head, his pale face glowing with a 
look almost unearthly in its expression of peace, 
and said, " Forgive this selfish sorrow. Ah, 
Beethoven I again thy voice is leading me, I will 
conquer." Then, for the first time becoming con- 
scious of the poor little hand he had bruised in his 
strong clasp, he looked into the face of his silent 
companion with an expression of bewilderment, 
as sad as amusing, " Let us go," was all he said. 
" I have been a brute to make you suffer so." 

"I have not felt the pain before this moment, 
Moreau. Like you, I suffered mentally; but, un- 
like you, I have not heard Beethoven's voice guid- 
ing me into nobler, more generous life-duties." 

" You have no need of Beethoven : you are 
beyond his comfort ; you hear a voice that I do not 
always hear, — the voice that Mrs. Browning asks 
in the lines, — 

' Speak low to me, my Saviour, low itod sweet ; 
Fiom ont the ha,llelujahs sweet and low.* " 
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" Go on : recall the next lines, and yoii, too, 
will hear that voice, — 

' Not missed by any tiat entreat.* 

Ah, you, have heard it : but it came to your 
artiste soul in the pulsing of the music ; and — 

' As a child, 
Whose song-hird seeks tLe wood for evermore, 
Is sung to in its stead by mother's mouth, 
Till, sinking on her breast, love-reconciled. 
He sleeps the faster that he wept before.' " 

" Sleep ia very sweet, then, if this comfort 1 now 
feel be sleep. I only liope it will last me till I 
awake in the better land," 

"Sleep? Ah, no, Moreau I it is the awaken- 
ing to a life of nobler endeavor ; and yon must 
work, — 

' Make clear the forest-tangles 
Of the wildest strao^r-land.' " 



" Hush ! I must be more practical ; I must 
' make clear ' a pathway for piano-music. I have 
begun by publishing such descriptive pieces as 
' The Banjo,' much to the disgust of those who 
think I can't do better, and condemn me for 
debasing my genius. But what care I ? I know 
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the method by which I intend to develop .a lo»e 
for piano-music. It is an ungenerous nature who 
cannot 'stoop to conquer.' If I condescend to 
be attractive to the less intellectuaily appreciative, 
I will make them love me, and so follow me 
while I lead tliem step by step nigher. I am 
willing to bear criticism ; for, before Ir die, I am 
convinced my music will be appreciated, whether 
my motives are or not." 

" You shall be rightly known one of these days, 
Moreau ; for the few who know you now will 
never suffer you to be misunderstood. But so live, 
my dear friend, that 



' When the 



you will be 

' Sustained aad soothed 
By an unfaltering trust.' " 

*'I will. How could I be unfaithful to those 
who know and love me ? I shall die at work ; I 
feel sure of that. Oh ! I hope now it is not far 
off: I am so weary of life ! " And his beautiful 
eyes filled with tears ; he pressed his lips firmly 
togther, and, after a few moments' silence, con- 
tinued : " No, that is wrong : I have work to do 
yet, and I will conquer." 
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The finale is like the teeming waves of lava flowing from 
Vesuvius. Tbe flame darls np from the summit of thia glorious 
mountain-sonata ; the thunderous explosion sounds ; then there is 
a halt ; and then pours from (he volcanic breast of the poet all 
the solitary moan over the bitter absinthe-draught contained in 
his dark goblet of life. — Db Lisz : Analysis of The Moontigkt- 



"Now thou art blessed in some celestial air 
Whose calm effulgence floods t!ie jasper se 



I know 'tis surely so; heaven's splendors rise 
Erom thy dissolving tabernacle's wreck. 
Oh might they flash in vision on these eyes ! 

When shall it he! . . . 
How many trailing seasons shall it be 

Before I tread with thee the sphery way, 
And the deep things wo talked of scan with thee. 
Drinking the morning stars' triumphal symphony 1 ' 
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CON SORDINO. 



" J-ose til jBolf last ; eievieh t 
<X rrnption wins not more I 
BtlU in thy right hand enrrj 



Jean Bertrant. 

FROM the Golden Gate of San Francisco, a 
vessel sailed southward to the Cliilian coast, 
bearing to the heart of the tropics one whose 
genins glowed witli the fervor and brilliancy of 
that southern clime. 

Away from an envious and jealous throng 
sailed the ship; from those who sought by shame- 
ful slander to shadow the fair name of a noble, 
generous man : and Moreau Gottsehalk, uncon- 
scious of the lying reports creeping towards the 
North, went southward to gladden music-loving 
souls of a sunnier land. Ah ! could he have 
known the cruel stories which wounded and 
angered the true-hearted friends he had left in 
the United States, lie would have returned at 
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oni:e and feced his calumniators : but before let- 
ters from friends, urging his presence in New 
York, reached him, it was too late to return ; his 
engagements forced him to remain. It made 
little difference : what cared lie for the rude 
rabble whose own evil hearts led them to believe 
a lie ? His friends knew him and trusted liiin, 
and soon traced out the slanderers. And what 
reply made Gottschalk when lie heard it ? 

In a private letter to a friend are these 
words : — 

"It is beneath my dignity as a man of honor to notice 
such slanders. Surely my fiiends can never credit tliem ; 
and, if balieved by those who arc not my friends, I only 
pray kind Heaven give (hem better miods. A man whose 
nature allowed liini to commit so dishonorable an act could 
also lie, and disown it I Let the story of my whole life be 
told, every act scrutioized ; and, if you can find in it any 
thing to prove me capable of such unmanly conduct, cast 
me from your regard, blot my name forever from your 
memory." 

Let these manly words silence forever the 
dastardly attempt to injure a noble soul, 

When the thunderous applause of crowded 
concert-rooms is for a moment bushed, again 
Moreau Gottschalk turns his loving regards to his 
Northern friends; and the following simple notes 
will show how little his trustful heart doubted 
their friendship : — 
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To Mb. F. G. Hni of Boston. 

Deak II., — This maj- iaterest you: I am in good 
health, concerts saccessfu!, longing to go back to the States, 
often thinkiog of dear old friend Hill. 

Have composed lota of pieces for piano, violin, voice, 
&c., besides two sympbonios for orchestra, two cantatas and 
choruses, one grand march dedicated to the Sultan, a 
triumphal hymn Co the Emperor of Brazil, a, tarantella for 
piano and orchestra, dedicated to the King of Italy. 

In Peru I gave about sixty concerts; was presented 
with a gold, diamond, and pearl decoration. In Chili the 
government voted me a grand gold medal. The board of 
public schools, the common couutil, the board of visitors of 
hospitals, and the government of Valparaiso, each presented 
me with a gold medal. 

Please let mo know how you are. I feel always the 
Bame tow^ds you. Time and absence never change ray sen- 
timents towards those I once have loved ; consequently I 
am always your friend. 
If you ever write, direct 

"L. M. Gottsolialk, al cuidKlo dal 

Seoor Agnatin de Castro, 
Montevideo Republics del Uraguay " 
A hearty shake-hands. 

Tours as ever, L. M. G. 

MoHTEViDEO, April 14, IS69. 
To Francis G. Hill, Professor of Piano, Boston. 

Deak Old Hill, — Last night, at ten, I got your kind 
letter dated Feb, 5, Need I say bow pleased I was to 
hear from you 7 

Tlianks for the notices in papers. I hope you will oc- 
casionally keep the friendly portion of our pubhc posted up 
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about poor old Gottschalk, \>ho is iind hng been ill used 
veiy oAcD, and is certainly' not half as bad as some would 
make bim to be. 

Chickering writes me that Strakosch is anxious to have 
me go back to the United States, and offers me an eng^e- 
ment, which, so far, I have not accepted. 

My latest compositions, written witJun the last three 
months, are three Etudes de Concert, one Impromptu, one 
Seherzo, a Septuor, a Capriccio, and several Lieder. 

Write to me soon; letters from the North ai-e such a 
happiness to me. 

Ever faithfully your friend, 

Gottschalk. 

This is all he tells of the laure! wreaths crown- 
ing his brow ; but from " The Montevideo Stan- 
dard " (El Siglo), Oct. 9, 1868, the following is 
taken : — 

"Mr, Gottschalk in Montkvideo, — D. Jose P. 
Varela has had the kindness to communicate to us the 
following charming letter from the celebrited Gottschalk in 
■which he ofiers to g e a concert n favor of the Soc ety 
of the Fr end of Edu it on 

" We know not whether we p! ase or d please Mr 
Gottschalk bj aj ng w th our hab t al frankne tl at h s 
letter be it cons dered as a 1 terary produt on or n ref r 
ente to the dottnnes whi h t adiocatea n als the best 
compt uons wh h he ever once ved for his mig n tru- 

" To the hougbtful there is as much pure harmonj n 
these B ncere and en bu as c I nes n p r d pc I in bv 
the remembrance of his count y wh ch we enJeavor to 
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ennoble and tal;e as a model among us, as may be found 
by ihe dUIelanli in bis select compositions, ' La Jluorta,' or the 
' JlurmuUos Eolicos.' 

" And for us poor buntera of an ideal whicli continually 
escapes us, Gottscbalk gains more prestige by tbus revealing 
himself in this new ebaracter, than on the scene of hia 
triumphs; entrancing all hearts by the combination and 
force, united to the sweetness of the torrent of harmonies 
which spring from his hands in obedience Ut the inspira^ 
tion and genius of the artist. 

" The offer of Mr. Oottschalk, for the re't, is most impor- 
tant; and it is proper to warmly thank this noble American 
citizen for the material aid which the society is about to 



Tlie following is the letter of Mr. Gotts- 
clialk : — 

U\ mi Sill 4^D FnrF%D, — The kind inijtafion 
you sent mi, his ifioided me the pleasure of he arm™ the 
eloquent 'peetLts «huh you and Dr. Carlos Maria 
Eamire? di-Iiicrcd upon Popular Education," — a subject 
so important and ot sudi lital interest to the progress of 
the new American nations 

It btfittcd jou tt ho studied and undprstooil the institu- 
tions of mj jpcit anl bcloicd conntiy, to imitate this 
noble undertaking, and to transmit to the Oriental jouth, 
of whom you arc one of the most distinrcui-hed representa- 
tives, with the enthuEiasm of your generous convictions, 
the result of your observations in the United Statcs- 

" Let us enlighten the masses," you rightly said, " and 
we will purily them." 

And, certainly, of all the forms of government, the 
republic is that which exacts from the people the greatest 
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degree of enlightenment: under it each citizen ought to 
actively participate in its destinies; as he coasiitute.s, so 
to speak, a fraclion of the gOTCmment itself. 

Those favored by fortune ean educate themselves in all 
Eduntries: and it is for tliat reason tliat the American 
ihinfccra did not dedicate their cares to tlie aristocratic 
element of society, but rather to the lowest ranks of the 
great mass of the people, whom they have strutted to 
enlighten; comprehending that education ought not to Jje a 
privilege, but somelhing which belongs to ail, as much as 
the air we breathe ; and tliat every citizen has as impre- 
scriptible a right to the light of the Spirit as he has to tlie 
light of the sun ivhich illuminates him. 

Tlie popular syslum of education in the United States, 
in that austere elaboration, which, of a child, makes suc- 
cessively a man, and later a citizen, hasi, ibr its principal 
b'oc 1 ■ f h f n h ■ -ass 

h b h h req w k d 



m iL r h 

d h ead d 

patnotie and inflgressivc ideas. 

Jiut I perceive, sir, that I am repeating badly what you 
have niready said with so much talent. 

T was among the first to sign my name on the ii^t of the 
" Fi'iends of Popular Education ; " but a Pterilc adhesion is 
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igli for a work ivLith demands material efforts to 
e lie obstacles irliieh prevent its realization. 
I therefore offer you a concert, in benefit of tho associa- 
tion of the " Friends of Fopular Education." 

Later, others will come, who, perhaps, stimulated by mj 
example, may ofler you a more efficacious assistance ; but I 
can assure j'ou that none will be animated by wishes and 
sentiments more sincere than those of your friend, 

Louis M. GoTTscriALK. 

However severely the ignorant may assail 
Moreau Gottsclialk's character at the North, 
there were those in South America who knew 
liis worth and noh!e deeds. 

The following is the reply to his letter fmm a 
Directory who knew how to appreciate and 
reward noble acts and great artists ; — 

JIO.ITEVIDEO, Oct. 14, 186S. 

Sir, — The Directory, through the menus of one of its 
members, Mr. Jose Pedro Varcla, baa been advised of the 
noble and generous offer with which you kindly favor the 
Bociety of the " Friends of Popular Education." 

The name of Gottsclialk, inscribed on the first record of 
the society, filled with satisfaction tho original coinnussion ; 
and now the Directory, composed in great part of the same 
persons, sees with pride the same name of Gott.-^balk as- 
sociated with the first manifestation of public aid that the 
society receives after its installation. Tlie great idea of 
the education of the people, the beautiful ideal of self- 
government, which counts you among its sons, inspires 
I view of your disinter- 
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ested and spontaneous offer, the society could imagine, tliat, 
in some measure, the great Bepubhc sends it her approi al 
and her aid, through the organ of her glorious and cnli ^ht- 

The Directory accepts witli pleasure and enthusiasm 
yo«r generous offer; and its secrUanes are charged to 
arrange with yon the method of carrjing it out 

In the name of the societj ol the "Educition of the 
People," the Directory fulfils its duly by e\pre^'iing to jou 
the profound thankfulness with whitJi your noble conduct 
inspires it, and takes this oppoitunity fo salute jouwith 
the expression of its highest consideiatmn 

Elbio ^EK^A^DEZ, Preiirfenf 
C^RLoa M Ryhiuez, Secretary 
Pedro Jobe Varela, Secretary. 
To Mn. Locis M. Gottschai.k. 

Not only in Montevideo, but in Buenos Ayres, 
were Ills noble charities most freely given. Then 
it was that he determined upon his festival of 
three hundred and fifty musicians, " The Mon- 
tevideo Standard" gives the following ex- 
tracts : — 

[Tiutday, JV™. 10.] 

" For the whole of the last fortnight, the only topic of 
conversation was Gottsehalk's great festival, in which 
over three hundred persons would take part. Everybody 
was looking out for seats ; and such was the demand, that, 
yesterday morning, all tho localities ia the spacious Soils 
Theatre were already sold. 

"Eeports of persons who had assisted at the rehearsal 
gave to understand that the concert would prove a very 
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great success ; but, raised to an extraordinary dej^e 
though the expoctatioaa were, the reality yet surpassed 
them by far. 

" The theatre was filled with a select and elegaat audi- 
ence; nearly all notabDilies, both native and foreign, being 
represented. . 

" The festival coraioEnced with Verdi's ' Traviata,' sung 
by the Italian Opera Company ; and, after a short pause, the 
curtain rose again, and Gotlschalk appeared, greeted by 
th" warmest applause. 

''It cannot be our intention to speak again of Gotts- 
chalk'a eminent qualities as a pianist. Everybody who has 
heard him, and who has not bad this good fortune, knows 
tliat be has few rivals throughout the whole world. Of the 
three pieces which he played on Cbiekerin^^'s piano, wo 
Lave to point out his 'Faust Fantasic,' — one of the richest 
gems of his composition, full of the most melodious notes 
and the most wonderful harmonious combinations. 

" At last the third part of the concert commenced, — the 
real festival! Over tiiree hundreJ persons filled the stage. 
Nearest to the audience were the pianos, stringed instru- 
ments, flutes, clarionets, oboes, &c., leaving in their midst 
an elevated platform for GottscUalk. At the back of the 
Bt£^, on an amphitheatre, were the drums and brass in- 



" ^Vhcn (lie opening chords of the march from ' Le 
Propbbte' be^'an, the audience seemed electrified. Such 
sonorous music was never heard before; and how admira- 
bly was the enormous orchestra conducted by Gottsclialk 1 
That he did it without having befciro him any parlilura, is 
icarcely to be wondered al^ in a talent like his ; but still, 
what a memory must he have 1 Not once during the whola 
concert liad he any music lying before him. 

"In the ' Priferc from Moise,' the chorus of ninety per- 
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Bona was adiiiirably effective; and this masterpiece of 
BoBsini'a tbund general applause. The two last numbcra 
on the programme were Gottsehalk's owq compositions, 
— ' Marehe Solennelle,' and ' Montevideo.' 

" Gottselialk may well be proud of the tiiumph which he 
obtained last night. Wliat imaiease difScultius of all kinds 
he has had to overcame, what incessant work he had to do 
for the last two weeks, nobndy can imagine; and well docs 
he deserve the praise of being the man who has given the 
greatest and most Euccessful concert ever heard in this part 
of South America. May he, in hia brilliant career, remem- 
ber now and then his grateful and sincere admii-ers in 
Montevideo I When shall we hear again an artist like 
Lim? 

" His work may better be imagined than described, when 
it is known, that, although Chili is the country of music- 
makers, from the highest to the lowest orders, not an eighth 
part of the musicians he engaged could either read or 
write ; and not a fourth part of them knew a note or char- 
acter of music, and yet ' Tannhauser,' ' Le Proph^te,' and 
' Fidelio,' were perfectly familiar to tliem." 

In the spring of 1869, about May 10, he- 
went to Rio de Janeiro. 

Echoes of the thunderous applause his genius 
won in the concert-rooms of Rio soon readied 
his friends at tlie North. His own letters give so 
simple and pleasing an account of these triumphs, 
it will not be wrong to quote from them : — 

To Mil. r. G. UiLL, Boston. 

My Dear Old Friend, — My concerts nere are a perfect 
farore. All my houses w:e sold eight days in advance. 
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Boxes in the hands of speculators (you may judge if l.hey 
are alivu) hrlog seventy-Jive dollars premiuia, and single 
»eats twenty-five dollars. 

The emperor, imperial fainily, and court never missed 
yet one of my entertainments. 

His Majesty received me frequently at palace. He is 
very kind to me, made me sit near him. We chatted last 
time over an hour and a half. The Grand Orient of the 
masonry of Brazil gave me a solemn reception. A depu- 
tation was appointed to wait on me. ' 

The enthusiasm with which I have been received here 
is indescribable. At the last concert, I was crowned on the 
stage by the artists of Kio, headed by my dear and much- 
talented friend, the great Portuguese pianist, Arthur Napo- 
leon, whom you, no doubt, remember as one of the most 
successful artists who visited the United States. 

The emperor is very tbnd of my compositions, especially 
" Printemps D'Amour," and " Ossian." 

My " Morte " (she is dead I) has had here, the same as in 
the Rio and La Plata, «n success tie tarmes, as several of my 
fair listeners wept at listening to that rather sad and dis- 
consolate of my last effusions, which is my favorite now, 
and which 1 consider as being neither better nor worse than 
old "Last Hope." 

My fentaisie on the national hymn of Brazil, of course, 
pleased the emperor, and tickled the national pride of my 
public. Every lime I appear I must play it. 

In great haste, yours as ever, 

GoTTSCHALK. 

Rio. June 22, 1SQ9. 

To Sin. F. G. Hill, Boston. 

My dear II., — Although you did not reply by this 
packet to my last letters, I suppose you hare them, since I 
received a letter from ^ Thanks. My c 
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now oyer, on account of Ristori Laving the monopoly of the 
theatre in wbith. 1 was giving them ; but aa soon as she 
leaves, which will be eoon, I will resume my enlertain- 

The San Pedro College tendered me a reception, which 
was qvite an affair. The young men (six hundred), with 
bands, flags, professors, priests, ladies, &c., drawn up in a 
line, welcomed me in a most enthusiastic matiner. I was 
marched into the Hall processionally, played for them, 
was cheered, &c. 

There was afterwards a banquet (about three hundred 
guests at the table), A beautiful speech was made by one 
of the Honors of the University, to which I responded 
amidst hm'rahs and cheers. 

" The Prosperity/ of the Great Republic of ike United 
Stales" was proposed by the president of the college; to 
which I, of course, was bound to answer. My speech was, 
I suppose, less bad thau those I am called upon to make so 
oHen ; for it was published in the papers, and praised fay 
some writers, political and literary. It was about educa- 
tion, free schools, the duties and rights of citizens, &c. 
' On the SOth, the emperor ^ves a grand l§te at the 
palace, at which I am to play. I see his Majesty very 
often. He is a very kind and liberal-minded man. He is 
tbnd of inquiring about the States ; and we have long talks 
together, alone in his private apartments. 

As ever, L. M. G. 

Rio Tuly 24, 1869. 

To Me. F. G. Hill, Bosioa. 

Dear //., — I am recovei'ing slowly. Of course 1 do 
not yet feel strong ; but, tliank God I I am in good health. 
I receive occasionally the papers you are kind enough to 
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The papers in the Rio PlatT hue \y\1 mi, dead lately 
The fact is, that, on the 6th ol Augu-t I was so low 
(yellow fever) that ray pin ili las gaie me up Tlie empe- 
ror, who had constintly '.lionn uii, the grealtit Lindneaa 
fince my arrival, as soon ia Ue kni,w of my "ickncss, Ecnt 
every day officious!;/ (^ ") one of his chambi,rl iins to in 
quire aiter my health hut on the 5th oi iu^ust, he 
ordered his first geollemJn Ln waiting to call on me oftiti 
ally. At half past ei^ht in the evening a court carriage 
stopped at my door and a few minutes afterwirds, the 
chamberlain in full court uu&ria stood at my bedside. Of 
course I could not speak, and hardly understood what was 
going on ; the fever being so intense tliat I had been delu^ 
ious, singing, and making political speeches, dudag four 
consecutive riights aud days. 

Notwithstanding my bcia™ unconscious, the courtly 
gentleman, in his gltCtcring tail coat, delivered solcJnnly the 
imperial message, and, after remmning half an hour in my 
room, returned to the palace. Alt this I he:ird of whea 
the fevor subsided. As soon as I could stand on my feet 
again my first lisit was fbl the cmperur to tiiank him for 
the kind interest he and the empress hid shown me 

I give a concert night befon, last, crowded it is my 
seventh m Rio The ne\.t one takes place dij liter to- 
morrow Alter that I ^ive a now series with orchestra 
and thirty piiuiists and at last for the btmne bouche three 
grand festivals with ei^ht hundred j>erlormers it which I 
will produce my ^jmphonies, and the grinJ MarJie 
Tnamphale I ded eattd to the emperor He is very anx 
lous to have tho e festivals ornJnized md has ofiered ma 
the means to mu=ter lu Rlo Jl the mu leuns that can ho 
had within the pro* inee 

If you can 'peak of all this in the pif er= you will please 
ne iruch, as I would hke our people to know that there u 
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one emperor who is not a tyrant, and wki likes the Ameri- 

In great haste, but yours as ever, 

GOTTSCHAU. 
Bio, Sept. 24, 1869. ^_____ 

To Me. F. G. Hill. Bosioh. 

Dear H., — No time to write. Keceired musical papers, 
in which I read some notices of my doings, no doubt oma- 
nating from the gifted pen of F. G- H. 

Am preparing grand festival, eight hundred musicians; 
new symphony to be performed under my baton. 

The emperor has issued an order to secretaries of mar, 
navy, and justice, by which I am appointed, pro tempore, 
director-general of all the bands of national guards, army 
and marine. I have already three hundred and seventy- 
four men working. Five hundred more await my orders. 
Just think of eight hundred performers and eighty drums 
to lead. 

Tours as ever, iu great haste. 



lio, Oct. 2^ 



L. M. G. 

Valmca, 22d Aug., 1869. 
To OliVee DiTaON, Boston. 

Mij Dear Sir, —I have been very ill, and feel very weak 
yet. My physicians say I have had the yellow fever ; all 1 
know is, that I suffered much, and was very near emigrat- 
ing from this planet to parts unknown. Thank God, it is 
all over now; and I give — although still in a very dilapi- 
dated condition — a concert to-morrow night, 

I had heard of Gilmore's great undertaking. I am glad 
he succeeded. I accept your offer, &c. 



My sister, Clara Gottschalk, has sent me lately the n; 
ecripts of some of her piano compositbns, which ar 
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muricabl) pretty and taking I ha^ e no doubt thoy wil 
become popular because they are cot difficult and theil 
Btylu IS peLuliarl} elegant, ivith a toucli ot lemin ne sensi 
bility and poetrj wh i.h c^a^HJt fail to ) lease tl e masses 

I have not heard for three months troui friend F. G. 
Hill. I ho/e he 13 not Kick. As ever, 

Yours truly, 

GOTTBCHALK. 



To Messrs Hall & Son of New York, he 

writes, — 

Rio, Oct. 2i, 1869. 

Herowitli 1 send you a new piece ("Morte," — "She 
is Dead "), — a lamentation. I do not know whether it will 
be suocesprul or not, bill I believii it to be my best effort for 
years. Ever slnt'e 1 have played it, it has been eneored ; 
and a grtat many women have byatcries and weep over it 
— maybe owing to the roinaotie title. Ilowever, here it 
is. Please beg your engraver, for conjnjon-scnse' sake, to 
pay some attention to the orthography of the French indi- 
cation and to the title. He has given me so olVen proofs 
of his complete unconcern, interpolating all sorts of non- 
sensical words of Iiis own invention, that my request ought 
to be taken into consideration. 

I am preparing a festival for eight hundred performers; 
will lead myself, and have peribnned several new works of 
my own compoaitton. I have been appointed by his Ma- 
jesty director.^eneral (temporarily) of all the bands of the 
army, navy, and national guards. An order from the empe- 
ror, issued to the secretaries of the navy, justice, and war, 
has been issued, communicatiag his intention that I am tc 
be obeyed. In great baste, yours always, 

GOTTBCHALIO 
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Sas IsroHO, Oct. 24, 1668 
Ti> George Wii-liAm Wauke:!). Professor of Piaiio, New York. 

My dear George, — Asbforth kaves to-inorrow for the 
United States; nnd T avail mysalf of the opportunity to 
remind you of your old friend G., who, although silent, 
never forgot you, and is just as sincerely your fi'iend now 
as he has ever been for the last fifteen years. 

One of the first names which came to my memory when 
I saw Ashforlh, was your own name ; and glad 1 was to hear 
that you were doing splendidly, and were always as great a 
favorite amongst the profession and witli tlie upper-tendom. 

As for Jnysulf, you know pretty much all I have done 
since I left the United States. I went to Pern whilst civd 
witr was raging ; was at the battle of Lima when the city 
was stoimed by that black-liearted, hall-broed, ignorant, 
savage dictator Priulo. In Chili I organized, after having 
given sixteen concerts in the eapitel (Santiago), several 
festivals of four iiunJrcd and fifty musicians, which I led, 
and had several of my symphonies performed. The 
Government decoratcii me with a gold medal. I then gave 
several concerts for the hospitals, and afterwards a series 
of perfbrmanees for the benefit of the pubtie schools. Tlie 
Board of Instruction of Santii^jo jiresented mo with another 
gold medal, as did also the '■ Kational Society of Lima : " 
this last medal is ornamented with pearls and diamonds. 

In Buenos Aj-res, Valparaiso, Montevideo, Sre., &c., J waa 
also decorated with gold medals, diplomas of membership 
of academies, institutes, S:c., &c. Having given for the build- 
ing of the German hospital one coneert in Buenos Ayres, 
■nhieh netted over sixteen thousand dollars, the Board of 
Directors agreed that my name should be inscribed on a 
marble tablet in the lobby of the establishment. 

My new compositiuns arcvcry numerous. They are as fol- ' 
Iowa ; two books of Etuiles do Concert: two symphonies fo( 
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orchestra ; one " Marchc Heroique," dedicated, to tlie empe- 
ror of Bi-azil ; also, for ortbeatra, six mazurkas dc concert, 
six walties de concert, about a dozen of bravura jiiutes, a 
score of melodies, nocturnea, romances, and a grd.nd Taran- 
tella for pianos and orchestra, which is my " clicval dc ba- 
ttaille," as it is called for at all my concerts, niiJ always 
encored. Tliis last piece I have dedicated to II. R. II., the 
princess of Savoy; and I received lately a letter fl'om Count 

(I forget his name), minister of the king of Italy, in 

which lie assures me that X am to be made very soon a 
companion of the new oj'dc of It 1 " La Stella d' It I'a," 
and that the ci^oss of knigh od w bi- n ne 

I atn ashamed of myself aft oo bod y 

■written four or five pages, anl o hlh dn 

nothing but speak of mys W m d & 
must excuse me, and see a h E ni a p my ' 

faith in your fricndsbip. 

How many children ha y n w P w me 

soon and lengthily, as noth n e m m p ure 

than hearing from my Unit d S nd nd e pf y 

from you. 



Within four weeks I exp 
say that I am to be well re 

I was delighted, and so wer 
friend CUckering's trinmph i 



b m P wh s 

d 

J ou, I am fcm'e, to hear of oar 
Paris. His pianos deserve, 
undoubtedly, all their fame; and here they arc becoming 
tlie rage since I have made them known. Is Albert Wood 
Elill at Steinway's? 

If you see our excellent and most respected fi-iends, Mr. 
and Mrs. Sidney Mason, please give them my best and 
kindest regards. Tell Mrs. Miison I intend sending her 
my photograph very soon (also to you). 

Adieu, my dear old fellow : I send you mentally a heart] 
shake-hand. My respects to your wife. 

GOTTSCHALE. 
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How flill of entliusiasm and honest pride are 
these lines, — the last, alas, he ever penned to his 
friends at the North ! 

Faithfully and earnestly he worked to make 
this festival the grandest ever known in Rio. 
Faithfully and earnestly, giving out his magnetic 
strength to inspire with his own genius those who 
were lacking, or slow to win perfection in perform- 
ance. Weakened by long illness, during the 
burning summer, his nervous system excited and 
wrought to highest tension, he worked on. 
We know not what divine strength may have 
been voiichsafed him ; but God, in his mercy, 
granted him his heart's desire, and the vision he 
had seen in the little parlor of Jiis friend " Octa- 
vie," in New York, was realized. 

On the evening of the 26th of November, the 
long-expected festival was given. Tlie Opera 
House was crowded, and the entire imperial 
family was in attendance. 

" Tte music was superb. The ' Maiehe Solemne ivhicL 
he had composed and arranged for the entire orchcst! i ind 
dedicated to the empei-or, was the hist and oroirnin^ piu,e 
of the evening. It was receiTed with suth unnitLstitions 
of approval as one rarely witnesses in % life time Whi,n, 
towards the close of iC, wag heard the well known stiains 
of the national hyinn, which were so boiutifully inter 
woven with the original theme of the compo ition the 
effect upon the audience was elecfneal All sprang to 
their ieet, and the wildest enthusiasm prevailed. Thii 
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was one of fh'' proudest moments of Gott"ch^Ik a life 
A-'ain ind agiin wi3 hi- c Uleil to fhc front ot the sci-ne, 
and It WIS Ion:; befoie the audience finillv dispersed. 
This proved to bo the Inst concert thxt he » la destined to 
give, — the litclng eompltUon of a great career." 

The foilowiiirr d-iy he was too ill to rise from 
Ills bed ; but wlieii evening came, rather than dis- 
appoizit his audience, although suffering intense 
pain, he exerted his iron will, ordered his carriage, 
and went to the Opera House. 

The thronged house greete<! him with shouts of 
joyous welcome ; but alas ! the beatttiful brow 
Avas flushed with pain, and the white lips could 
only murmur regrets and excuses for inability to 
lead his orchestra that night. He returned to his 
hotel ; and Dr. Severiano, one of the best physi- 
cians in Rio, took charge of liim. 

About the 8th of December, he was removed to 
Tijuca, a plateau about two or tlirec miles from 
Rio, where change of air promised to restore his 
strength. At first, there seemed reason to hope 
that recovery was possible : the violent internal 
pains decreased ; but iiis weakness was so great, 
that after an operation, which caused some relief, 
lie gradually sank, and, at four o'clock on the 
morning of the ISth of December, breathed hia 
last. On the afternoon of the same day, hia 
remains were removed to the hall of the Philhar- 
monic Society, where he had touched the piaiw 
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for the last time ; and there, under the direction 
of his physicians, Dr. Severiano, Rodriguez Mar- 
tins, and Dr. Costa Ferrar, his body was em- 
balmed. 

The love and almost reverence in which Gott» 
chalk was held is fiilly shown by extracts fronr 
the journals of the capital. The following is from 
the " Journal da Tande " of the 18th -nstant : — 

" The great artist is dead. At four o'clock this morning, 
after prolonged sufferings, Gottseliaik bruatiied his last, 
victim of tliat art to which he hiiil consecrated the choicest 
years of his life. One more Levito for the templo of im- 
morttihty, one more star to shmo iu Iho fii-mament of the 
elect of God. The sepulchre may conceal his fao<iy ; but it 
cannot hide his name, which not even coming ages shall 
have the power to desti-oy, 

" Still are sounding in our ears the echoing liarmoniea 
of that final concert, last song of the dying swan, solemn 
and majestic as the sound of his own fame. Son of that 
giant country which will yet dictate Uws to the world, 
Gottsehalk was a miiversal celebrity. 

" Geniuses have no fatherland. In speaking of great 
poets, the world is their country and all ages claim them. 
He was bom in America ; and, though he had visited many 
lands, fate still destined that on American soil he should 
find his last resting-place. Gifted with rare endowments 
of intellect, not less conspicuous were the qualities of his 

" The muse of Gottsehalk was ever employed In the 
noblest of objects. To alleviate suffering was with liLm a 
t practice, as it was al.so his deh;;ht. How many 
is it dvieii the tears of orphans ? How often has i( 
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tempered the grief of the widow? Many coneerta were 
e;iven hy him in aid of different benevolent aooietius, and 
the numerous medals whiuh hii had received were the most 
convincing proofs of his charity and intelligence. The 
public, then, of this capital should go to-morrow to pay the 
debt of gratitude they owe to Gottschalk, shedding un- 
feigned tears upon the tomb that is to enclose the remains 
of a great man." 

In the early L.awn of morning, news reachea 
tlie city tliat Moreau Gottselialk had ))assed away 
from earth! Everywhere njion the Hua Ovador, 
the Palais Royale of Rio, groups gathered to 
mourn over the death of one whom all loved. 
Behind the shaded lattice of many a house, 
gentle hearts heat sorrowfully, and heautifid eyes 
were weeping ; for he whose glorious music had 
thrilled them with joy and hope had gone for- 
ever from their sight! 

With earnest respect and loving admiration for 
his genius, the Philharmonic Society, the oldest 
and most important musical association in the city, 
claimed the privilege of arranging his funeral. 
Wt; are told that, — 

" One ol the r nun br^dt^hdsu^on rth 
Bcveral a^ tdn s j o ] tl an 1 I llj ferl med tie 

operation of embalmin and on he 10th (he bolj vna 
exposed in state n the Iront htll of the society until the 
time of commonc ng the fuopral c rem n ea when t wai 
removed to the nter or anl larger hal whc e we e ia eat- 
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bled the principal mourners. Before removing the body lo 
the cemetery, the orchestra of the society played one of the 
great mtist's favorite composition a, entitled ' Morte.' At 
this moment, the scene was most Bolemn and impresBiTe. 

" As the deceased was a Koraan Catholic, the ceremony 
was conducted with the usual ritos of that church. Aftei: 
some brief service read over the body at the doors of the 
society, the cortfege moved on. The coffin was preceded 
by a band of music, which at intervals played the solemn 
strains of a dirge. The funeral car was not brought into 
requisition at first ; but the artist-friends of the dead, among 
whom were seen Amaud, EUcna, Limbert, Wagner, Ca- 
vallo, and Artliur Napoleon, competed with eich other for 
ihe sad privilege of bearing with their own hinds his pre- 
cious remdns. Immediate!) after in two long lines, came 
the mourners and friends, uncovered, aad caxrjing in their 
hands lighted torches. The route of the procession, wliich 
passed in this manner as far as Largo da Lapa — the dis- ■ 
tance of perhaps a mile ■ — was crowded on both gidos by 
the populace, who paid the greatest respect to the cortege 
as it passed. The coffin having been placed in the funeral 
car upon its arrival at the Lapa, it was home directly to 
the cemetery of San Juan Baptista, in Bota Fogo, distant 
some five or six miles, followed by hundreds of the mourn- 
ers in cairiages. All along the road the highest marks of 
respect were being constantly shown. The cemetery itself 
was found thronged wlih people, anxious to have one last 
look at the face of the deceased. But only a few enjoyed 
this privilege. When the coflin had been placed within 
the little chapel, and opened to remove the medals and 
decorations, — now worn for the last time, — it was per- 
mitted to gaze once more upon the well-known features 
of the dead. Two brief and fervid orations, in ac- 
cordance with the custom of the country, were then pn> 
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nouneeJ by the side of the open coffin, amid the profound- 
est emotion. The scene was most impressive. The sombre 
aspect of the place, lighted only hj flickering torches; the 
ghastly features of the dead; the trembling voices of tlia 
speakers, and the unfeigned grief of all, — combined to make 
it a Bcene never to be foi^tten." 

The following appeared in the " Reforma " of 
the 21st instant ; — 

" The funeral of Gottsciallc was a splendid public mani- 
festation. The PMJharmonic Society had claimed the 
tonor of guarding the precious remains of the great artist 
until the time of burial. It was an act of consilient- 
tion and artistic fraternity, which honored alike the society 
and the countrv- The body was embalmed at the espenso 
of the same society, by Dr. Costa Ferrar, who gratuitously 
offered his services. 

" Day bdbre yesterday, up to the hour of the ceremony, 
the body lay in state in one of tlie principal halls of the 
society, appropriately decorated. Near by was seen, 
covered with crape, the piano upon which Gottschallc had 
played for the last time, oa the night of the 25th ult. 
Previous to removing the body, the orchestra of the society 
performed the ' Morte,' one of the most beautiful and 
touching compositions of the groat artist. The coffin was 
carried by hand as far as Largo da Lapa, preceded and fol- 
lowed by himdreda of persons of all classes beajing 
torches. A band of music led the way. The street and 
squares were iTOwded. Sadness marked the faces of all, 
and many eyes were bathed in tears. ■ 

" In the Cemetery of San Juan Baptista, the press of 
people was even still greater. Here, in the midst of pro 
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found emotion, was spoken the last sad &reweI1 to tba 
remaicE of one of die greatest artists of our time. Dr. 
Achilles Varcjao and the dlEtinguished academician of La 
Paulo, Senor Antonio Cardoso de Manezes, made them- 
selves the interpreters of the general grief. They spoke 
with tremhling voiees, and were heard amid tears. 

" The following facts regarding the last moments of the 
great artist have been communicated to us : At midnight 
he predicted that within four hoiirs he would be dead ; and 
he died at ten minutes to four the following morning. He 
wished to make some testamentary dispositions ; but he had 
not the strength to sign what ho had ordered his secretary 
to write. Two unmarried sisters, who reside in London, 
are the heirs of his fortune, which consists of property in 
the United States, and certain funds left in the hands of 
persons in his confidence. 

" He leaves many unpublished works, including three 
operas, one of which — Isaura de Salerno — was bis favor- 
ite composition, and upon which be constantly worked to 
perfect it. His intentions were, upon leaying Brazil, to 
give a series of concerts in the United States, and after- 
wards to go to Europe and bring out his unpublished com- 
positions, and then make a journey to Palestine to visit the 
holy places, as he had promised his mother to do when she 

. And the promise would iiave been kept : for 
througlt the long summer evenings when watch- 
ing at his brother's bedside in Saratoga, again and 
again he referred to tliat promise, and cheered his 
brother with thoughts that together they might 
wander among the hUIs of Palestine ; and at such 
times the exquisite imagery of iiis imagination 
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would picture the scenes he so longed to view. 
The oleanders on the banks of Jordan, the wild 
luxuriance of the hills about Jerusalem, were 
vividly pictured to his young brother, and such 
dreams of beauty as liis words inspired soothed 
and calmed the fainting heart of the dying one. 

But we sorrow not as tliose without hope, over 
the wealth of heart and mind God has taken from 
this cruel world. Music is the science of heaven ; 
and Louis Moreau Gottschalk, in that he has 
done what he could upon earth, shall find a nobler 
sphere of action in the presence of the angels of 
God. 
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TEMPO PRIMO. 



« They tell mo I am shrewd wllh other 

With olhera, I iiiny guide the car of to 
Thou wlng'st it oft tu ce:dmB beyond 



JDLIA Wabd Hove, 

MANY beautiful tributes to Gottschalk'a 
memory are lying before me : it would 
not be kind to close these memoirs without 
notice of tbera. First among them I find the 
following pages from Madame Clara M. Brinker- 
hoff 

She prefaces lier " Sketches " by a note to 
Madame Hcnsel, in which she says, — 

" I enclose some recollections of my dear fi-ieml, that 
maj differ somewhat fiom those yoii have on haod. Our 
ftcquaiatance was one that drew out the highest and best 
of a man's nature, the recognition of soul to soul. No 
length of time or space could blot out one iota of a fi-iend 
Ehip formed, as ours was, on mutual respect aad esteem. 
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" Jly acquaintance with BIr. L. M. Gottsclialk dated 
from about tiie year 1?51. 

" At our first meeting, our conversation, instead of fin- 
ishing in a few moments, as would have been natural under 
the circumstances (a piano-room introduction), lasted for 
more than an hour and a half. I knew tliat I had met a 
man of genius and high culture. 

"He recognized in me one who could read his better 
nature, which he so often eliose to hide under Ihe sem- 
blacce of a man of gallantry, whose Iiigbest aim was to 
please, and gain woman's bright smiles for himself, — or a 
certain sort of patient demeanor, which said, ' I am dread- 
fully bored ; but haya your own way, I'll bear it as long as I 

" Our conversations were generally of a most serious 
nature. On some occasiony, he would advance French ration- 
alism, and other views of tlie most atheistical kind, for no 
other reason than to make me combat them. It seemed 
impossible for liim to see me, without being desirous of 
entering into an alignment. A ball-room, where every eye 
was upon him, would have been as likely as any other 
place for Mm to have commenced the never-t<>-be-finished 
topic, I knew that he was a consistent Catholic, and revered 
the religion taught him by his mother; yet his education, 
and the influences of hia many f'iends that were non-reli- 
gionists, or at least steeped in Positivism, undoubtedly at 
times shook his faith. There was a religiousness in him 
(if I may so term it), that absolutely required communion 
with the Eternal Spirit to satisfy hia nature. 

" He had loiVy im^bation, sturdy logic, vivacious wit, 
tender sensibilities, strong passions, and an indomitable 
will ; yet his purposes, plans, and wondrous energii^s were 
guided and harmonized by the spiritual element wiihin 
him. Notwithstanding occasional outbreaks and yielding tn 
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temptations {fbi" wliith due lUowance must be made ha 
oeing human, and not dii ne) his fiith m Christ, the image 
of the invisibii. Gid never reill) swer^td theicfore i( 
seemed a positive plcasuri, to him to be lanqui'^hed by 
simple words of truth 

" When he wis on the right side of i question he was 
all-powerful. I romLmber mtetrng hiai at i q ii(,t dinner 
party; among the number waa i gentleman iiho though 
Horthera-born took 'ides a^ain t tlio Union Tlua gtntle 
man had annoyed me raueh bj Lis prosKven views lie 
neror hesitated to advance hi? most ultra opinions as to the 
right of the South to accede. We were seated next each 
other at the table. News had reached us fTOm Port EoyaL 
that day. Gottsehallc, without seeming to intend it, took 
the lead in the conversation, and expressed his views on the 
merits of the war, as also on slaveiy. I toue-hed my neigh- 
bor, and said, ' Wliy don't you answer hiin? Now you hare 
a fair opponent; you hear what he says.' 

" He could not. Gottschalk seemed to have had a spirit 
of fire descend upon hi:n. Ho spoke r.ipidiy, brilliantly, 
with such [Juivcr, aucli siveepiiig eloijueiicu, such a crushing- 
Out of pettiness, and iijiholding of tlie everlasting ti'uth, 
that tears filled my eyes, — not mine alone, but all felt his 
power to uphold the right, and show us the good and true 
spirit which must prevail over wrong and selfishness. 

" Gottschiilk's memory was pecaliar. 1 met him while 
travelling at Montreal. He joined our party at the thea^ 
tro. With us was a young lady who saw a tlieatrical repre- 
sentatiou Ibr the first time. He api>eaved delightol at the 
freshness of her remarks. Sometimes he helped her to 
understand the play in the most absurd manner. The play 
was ' School for Scandal.' I took him to task for somethin" 
hfi said. Of course that started an argument. I told him ] 
could not talk then, but aftc!.- we returned to the hotel I 
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would ; and so I did. The greater part of tlie conversatioo 
was held while standing in the parlor; for it was getting 
late, and 1 had to join my fritmds : so we left off abruptly 
as tlic cloek struek twelve. Our paity letl Montreal the 
next day without seeing him. Four months afterwards, we 
met in New York, He began the conversation exactly 
where we left oli', not cren premising it with, ' How do you 
do?' The moment his eyes rested on me, he was back 
ag^n iu imagination in the parlor at l^Iontreal, 

" He sometimes jokingly called me iiis brother, and said 
I thought too much for a sister in art. I do not think ho 
admired, as a general thing, very intellectual women. He 
said llieir minds were illy balanced; and, to gain a great 
name in the world, they sacrificed all the most lovable and 
womanly quai'itica in attaining it. It was not likely I ' 
would agree to this, even if there was more truth than fic- 
tion in it ; heace endless warfare on the.subjcct whenever it 
was introduced. 

" His power of concentration was great. He could 
abstract himself from every thing outside of what he 
wanted to do. In practising, he could keep his mind on the 
music at will. He was a great student and ardent admirer 
of Beethoven's music. I had the privilege, never to be . 
forgotten, of hearing him play some of Beethoven's sonataefil^^^'^ 
He rarely played them in public; for he was so sentient, ' 
that pretenders stood no chance of deceiving him. He know 
at a glance who enjoyed and comprehended the music ; and 
lie found the proportion so very small, that he did not bore 
the many for the pleasure of t>eing cavilled at by the few. 
This is the usual recompense for the artist who plays classi- 
cal music in general concerts. 

" I had always supposed that Gottschalk was jne of 
those natural players that do but comparatively little work ; 
but I was greatly mistaken. I remember when he wai 
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(tudying'Weber's Con cert-Stuek,' that Le practised it lioura 
at a time, altliough lie scorned to play it perfectly well 
when he first played it. I remarked that 1 thought he 
knew it. ' Oh, no I ' he replied ; ' I find a new beauty every 
time I play it over. There is no end to study.' 

"1 said to hLm, one day, that I naver used half the 
resources of my voice or art before the public, owing to 
neri'ousness, or, moi"e properly, want of self-possession. 
'Tobegin with, my heart beats so rapidly that it annoys me.' 

" ' Ail I ' he replied, ' that is all owing to your neglect to 
make yourself at ease. The will is all-powerful to do this' 
you are no more nervous than I am, but you see / never da 
coTamence till I feci at ease. I make myself deliberate, and 
keep my head cool. I walk in very leisurely, I salute very 
moderately, I begin to take off ray gloves as if I had come 
on for that purpose. Then I glance around in hopes of 
seeing an inspiring face, or at least a friendly one, so that 
ray spirit may bo in consonance with the music J am going 
to play, even if I am not in tlie mood.' 

" ' But I can't take oiF my gloves as you do.' 

"'No,' he replied; 'but you can walk in deliberately, 
and speak to the accompanist. At any rate, never com- 
mence till you have mastered yourself.' 

" True to this theory, on one occasion, when he accompa- 
nied me in a fugitive song of bis own composition (from an 
opera lost, with many other valuable works, on a Southern 
railroad, the trunk never having been recovered), he 
turned to me, and spoke about the most indlircrent subjects. 
He knew I was nervous ; for ho was late, anil the place of 
the piece on the programme had to be changed on his ac- 
count, lie just cjuietly preluded the song,* speaking to 
me all the while till he thought I was at ease. 

Beif. uiikss lie ban rowritteii It since, wlucb la >iot iirobablc, as be re- 
coiled il Bspeciallf forme. Oea. Willjam Morris wrote the words foi 
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" In regard to Ills playin;:;, ho stands alona in the [icrfoc- 
lion of phrasing, and exquisite shading of senfiuient in tha 
melody. In my CEtiiuntion, many approach iiiin in tech- 
nique, but none in these points. He towers above all other 
pianists I have heard in this country or Europe, in giving 
Toice and soul to the pLano. ile found an answering chord 
in this dry instrument that all other artists — I will not ex- 
empt one that I haTc heai-d — have yet to find. His melo- 
dies were pictures to the mind: one not only heard, but saw 
tliem. The familiar melody of ' Home, Sivoet Home,' waa 
absolutely sung on the piano by him : ho formed, as it were, 
a vox-humana out of clanging wires. 

" In his composition ' Last Hope,' we have a speelmen 
of his religious temperament. I abstracted the melody from 
it and adapted the words, — 

' Ity GikI, permit me not tn be 



The hymn was unknown to him. He read it, and seemed 
pleased to see bis music wedded to such beautiful words. I 
told liim it was oue of our Sunday-evening hymns ; so he 
would be sure to be thought of once a week, and that I 
tliould sing the words for him as well as myself. 

"'Will 3-oul' he said, and gave a never-to-be-foi^tten 
glance. Tt expressed thanks and jn'ayer. 

" lie ahvays permitted loe to scold Iiim, if I thought he 
had done wron^: and on one occasion it was about some- 
thing he explained away verj reac'ily. I was very glad, 
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for I could not bear to see sutli a beautiful chiU-actur 
marred by even a sH^lit blemish. 1 said I was glad it was 

" ' Promise me,' ho said, ' yoa will never believe ill of me, 
unless it is impossible for yoa to do otherwise. So many 
lies ai'e told about me, without any earthly foundation for 
them. I know you have set a hi^h slnndard for me, and 1 
wish to deserve an I j II j I f 

"I willingly gav I m th p Tl LGdIIhave 

had no i-pason to b I y f h I d d one 

fiUsehoodii, mannfac d d st. II b 1 y and 

ready friendship, h h b te d d lar 

mented Gottschalk h 11 d d I If very- 
land whifh it was 1 pi as 

" His poiver to pi I 1 H g 1 the 

friendship and lov f y J Id d I have 

this day re:ul a II fro h fi d Idest 

friends. His word I h II re f this 

blow: lidolizedhm — y h I pl fh bl k to 

" Few men in th Id 1 b m h I d but, 

like all other high p d 11 tter 

"He sometimes f I d t m 1 on 

account of his plaj h 1 ris. 

It would have bee m h m re th j p have 

blamed the listeners h j 1 

" On one ootas h h ! b I d so ly to 

play a favorite son tafBh mllijof 

connoisseurs, that h -u, d 1 k T H gan, 

and ha,d not played 1 h who 

Aad been ino.it an III Ciotts- 

clialk went 'ju, ei I [ m I the 
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music as to gratify one fair girl who really enjoyed the 
sonata, and was familiar with it from beginning to end. At 
last, the buzz became general: tlien he gave vent to his pent- 
up annoyance, and went into the wildest extempore ever 
heard on a piano. lie playiid on, he would not stop; but 
tlicy did, wondering at hiiu. At last, tired out, he flung him- 
self into a chair, and received complliaents of every kind 
for his rendering of the raagnifieent ' Becthoeen sonata.' 
It surpassed any thing they had ever heard. How his 
artist spirit suffered th:tt night an artist only ean know. 

" BenovoLncQ was i vi.r) marked feature in his charac- 
ter; and lie was tonstmtlj bosic;^i'd by those who knew his 
tenderness forsuffeiing hiiminity. Ho was a Frc«fflaBon, 
and liable to be calkd on it any time for aid, but never 
in vain. On onL w-tasion he was going to a suburb of a 
city for sorai- pcrposi. When he arrived, fliu ferry-boat 
did not make trips in the evening. A poar hiborin^ man 
came up ju&t aa llr Gottschaik was reti-aeing his steps 
homeward. The mtn isktd him if thu boat had gone. To 
his reply '\es the poor man set up a lamentation. His 
family would be so ansious : ho did not know what to do, 
Gottscbalk said he would see what could bo done. Ho 
found a man who had a row-boat. The trip was dangerous, 
but he would go over for twenty dollars. The poor man 
said he could not pay so much. ' Never mind, 1 will pay,' 
said Gottscbalk. But the laborer refused to go at his cost. 
At last he said to the man, ' I want to go over ; so jump in : 
it will cost no more to take you than for me to go alone.' 

" His assertion prevailed; and the man jumped into the 
boat, and was soon with his family. There was a delicacy 
in his making the obligation light to the poor man, that was 
peculiarly his own. 

" His feeling for cleanliness was so strong ad to be 
thought by some 'over-fastidiousness.' 
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" He Lad a pupil who was n miny respects J.n estimable 
man, but had to him most objectionable faults; his hands 
were hardly ever strictly clein m Is neyer ; his teeth 
showed that tobacco was not a stranger to his mouth; hia 
liueQ was often tumbled and bo led Go tschalk meant to 
send him away after the first le s He n ode up his mind to 
this while he was pacing up and down the room, as was his 
habit when he gave a lesson ; but when the man turned 
his beautiful eyes on bim, and thanked him so heartily for 
his lesson, he had not the heart to tell him not to come. He 
endured it for three more lessons : no improvement bad been 
made in his pupil's toilet. He asked Gottschalk something 
about his music : but he answered him, that the first thing 
necessary for a piauist and teacher was to be a gentleman ; 
and the first thing necessary to being a gentleman was 
clean bands, well-kept nails and teeth, and unspotted linen. 
A man who was careless in these points lacked sell-respect, 
and also respect ibr others. 

"It was a strange sight to see the young man glance at 
bis soiled cufis and hands, and then jump up from the 
piano, and beg Gottstbalk's pardon for thus offending. It 
corrected Lis careleasneas, and pupil and master became 
firm friends. 

" I have said but little about bis compositions, for tbey 
are so well known. His larger works for orchestra it was 
not liis fortune to bave performed in New York. 

"There are doubtless many who can give you much 
more testimony to his hi^b-souled integrity and great worth 
than I can. C Jt B." 

Prom a memorial slvettli by Marguerite F. 
A.ymar, the following extracts are gathered : — 

" His mother was Mademoiselle Aimee do Brasle, a 
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granddaugliter of the govoraor of Hayti of that name, 
under Louis XV. 

" His early childhood was passed in a poetic and wild 
retirement, far from the noise of cities, or tlie realities of 
the world of men. On the romantic shores of Lake Pont- 
thartrain he drew his first inspirations from the wisest and 
beneficent of all teachers, — Nature. At iLe age of four, 
he sought an outlet for his wonderful inspiration, for by no 
other name can it be called, on the piano ; and not unfre- 
quentlj at that tender, nay, baby age, his mother would bo 
awakened in the long, still nights, by faint, sweet melodies 
from below, and descend to find the child fingering the 
' beautiful cold keys," with a marvellous rapt look on his 
little face. Tlie first opera he ever heard, was ' Robert le 
Diablc ; ' and, upon his return from the theatre, he sat down 
and played all the principal airs with a miraculous exacti- 
tude. Long years after, when the child had grown to a 
world-famous man, he says, speaking of the death of 
Meyerbeer, ' I will not attempt to tell you of my grief; to 
understand it, you must have been habituated, like myself, 
from infancy, to something little short of worship for this 
great genius, whose first chef-tTceuere, " Robert lo Diable," 
filled my eai'ly years with ineffable joy.' " 

Of !iis sojourn in Swit^xirlaiid she says, — 

" When he coneliided to take some necessary repose, he 
cliose the wild, rare mountains of Switzerland, as in perfect 
consonance with his high-strung, vivid young nature. 
This se»on of rest, however, was not of lon^ duration ; but 
Gottsehalk did not quit his retirement without leaving a 
lasting memorial of his goodness and generosity, so rarely 
met with in one so young, in the form of a hospital for tba 
aged, which he founded at Tverclun." 
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Referring to his mountain life, slie writes, — 

"These years, especially one of them, passed in tha 
grand aolituda of the highest peak of tlie mountdns of 
Guadaloupe, with no living soul near him save one faithful 
servant, Kalcb, Gottsuhatk alSrins to have been the happi- 
est of his life. There he gave himself up to mote illimiti- 
blo commuulon with his God and naturu. The pure, sweet 
dr, the flowers and the birds, and the winds and the 
chanireful clouds, were the food his spirit lived upon; and 
here he worked. Such worlc must have been his pleasure. 
'Printemps d' Amour,* 'JeunessB,' the ' Pastorella,' and 
many others, are dated from this dim, sweet year of loveli- 
ness. But again he was lured from his resting-place; and, 
after a scries of glories in Havana, he once more returned 
to America, — New York." 

Of & h lU rap h re be b 



\ b 1 1 p harm f hy hm d m I d 

fi d h m 11 q 1 LS 

Tl ft, ? 3 1 to iLh 1 

when Gottschalk had finished plitying one of his own com- 
positions, — a delicious, untold emanation, which each eould 
interpret to his own fancy. 

" But there are those among his works which evince 
the grand, free soul, soaring above the earth and its earthly 
passions, into that heaven of divine inspiration. 'Jerusa- 
lem,' for instance, is mighty in its Eolemn grandeuf ;_ and its 
under-tone is the mysterious passion of the soul, not the 
luxurious modulations of the heart. The symphony of the 
' Siege of Saragossa ' is another exhibit of the splendor of 
uusical phraseology as an intiirpretation of the higher 
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emotions, untouched by tlie softer moods he so usually fell 
into. And again, ' La Nuit des Tropiqucs,' odo of the 
most exquisitely thrilliag, higli- wrought, and pure aympho- 
niea we ever listened to. GottSfhalk's was a great soul, 
and his insph'ation was from the Giver of all great and 
good gifts. Not always did the soul rise above its poetic, 
sensuDus, human accompaniments ; but that it did some- 
times is undeniable. 

" Of his private life, we have no word to say, save the 
pure, good truth. He was a devoted son, and, at the ticae 
of hu duatli was looking forwaid ti tbc fulfilmi.nt of a last 
request of hi» mother b — a pil^i imt^e to tht. Holy Land. 
A more thin dtvotf.1 brother aid listing mon inputs of his 
large heirto 1 tha itie? are not fa lioj m any iand where 
his name and fu-e hive been. Lnjwn A t ue American, 
proud of Ins birthright ind in lr knt lover of liberty, one 
of the fj,irs,st j(, vels in h s cri- wn w is thi- liberation of hiu 
slaves in Low una His timmphs front every point of 
view iveie unpreecdenteJ in the anntls of pnniats, — the 
recipient oi meiils mJ oriers J oin nearlj every crowned 
head in Europe an I Sou h America His peraoaal friends 
were many ind warm ind in numberless householtht the 
newa ot hi« death, rendei ed doublj hard in that it occurred 
in a foi-eign Und, will cause no ordinary grief. 

" To hia enemies, — for, like every great man, ho had 
them, — we can but say, he is dead, — gone from your siglid 
into the great hereafter, whither God hath called him. To 
his friends; his memory, and tlie undying consolation of 
his works, will speak in a voice well beloved, since they ext 
a. part of himself.* 

Here is another, from the pen of Mr. Geot^e 
Upton. It is too truthfully beatitifui to be 
omitted: — 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

" And poor Louis Gottschalk ia dead 1 

" From the lieart of the tropics, wMeli he loved so well, 
' — for his whole nature was tropiunl, — into the heart of this 
northern winter comes the sad news Iwrne on southern 
gales, — Louis Gottschalk is dead. 

" And when the recording angel saw him coming, ar.l 
called out, ' Louis Morcau Gottsehalk,' how quickly he must 
have answered, wili, that sad smile kindling on his face, 
'Died on the field of duty." 

" It seema but yesterday, although it was a cold winter 
afternoon in 1864, that T bade him goo<!-by, little dreaming 
thiit it was for the last time. I hail been sitting with him 
all that afternoon ; and he had played to me, in his dreamy 
way, the ' Midsummep-Night's Dream 'and some of Men- 
delssohn's ' Liedcr ohne Worte ' as I had never heard them 
before, — as I may never hear tlicm again. Hour after hour 
he played, only pausing to light a fresh cigar, saying noth- 
ing, but weaving into a goi^geous web of musie the thoughts 
of the great masters. 

" And some small souls, who could only see the outer 
man, had told me lie was affected and egotistic. Affected 
and egotistic 1 This man, who hved in music ; whose 
dreams were embroidered with threads of melody; who 
was as delicate in his tastes as a refined woman; whose 
soul shut up like a (lower from contact with strangers, and 
only opened and expanded to receive a friend 1 

" The liistory of his life is told in a few words. He was 
born in New Orleans, in 1829. His mother was a Frencli 
Creole, and his father a Spanish Jew ; and such a love as 
he gave to that father and mother is rare in tliis world 
Like all musical geniuses, he lisped in music, and gave na. 
mistakable evidences of his talent at a very early age. Ho 
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wenl to Paris when he was only twelve years of age, and, 
after studying music four years, came back to this country, 
and madi! liis first publie appearance as a pianist in 1845. 
From that time until 1853, he made a professional tonr of 
Europe. In 1853, he returncU to this country, and up to 
his death had divided his time between the United States 
and South America. That is the sum of his life, as far 
as mere incidents are concerned ; hut it was only a small 

" I think that onr country has never been blessed with 
such a real musical genius as Louis Goltschalk. lie was 
thoroughly original. His music was unlike any other. 
Nearly all pianists arc plagiarists. Gottsclialk was origi- 
nal, because he wrote out of his inner nature. Run over 
his compositions, — the 'Prinlemps D' Amour/ 'Blurraurea 
Eoliens,' ' La Colombo,' the ' Banjo Fantusia," lliat iiiimifc- 
able ' Berceuse,' the ' Chant du Soldat,' the ' Last Hope,' 
the'Marche de Nuit,' the ' Ojos Creollos,' the 'Souvenirs 
D'Andalousie,' his ballad ' Serenade,' the ' O ma Chitr- 
mante Caprice,' and his splendid instrumentalion of the 
overture to ' William Tell,' or the little gems of waltzes 
and polkas which ho published under the familar nom de 
plume of ' Seven Octaves,' — and see if you can find their 
motives anywhere else in the wliolo realm of music. Ha 
was as distinctive as Chopin, and as dreamy and suggestive 
as Robert Fi-anz. And what a technique he liail I His 
runs were like the rippling of water, his octaves as clear 
nod distinct as the flash of a diamond, and his touch purity 
Itself. Under the magic of his long, delicate fingers, u 
piano sung like a rich soprano. 

"He was tlioroughly tropical in Lis nature, — dreamy, 
ibstracted, and warm-blooded. A superficial observer 
would have called him indolent, for he passed mucli time in 
mveries; and many of tlicse reveries, in ins inspired 
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moments, ho interpreted upon the piano, wliioli have never 
seen papir. He was a,s uneasy in those cold climes aa 
some rare-plunwged bird pining in its gilded cage. It was 
only among these fiery bii-ds, among the rank, luxurious 
vegetation, among the dark-eyed Spanish beauties of tho 
tropics, that ho really lived. His best compositions were 
born in the warm breath of soutliern climes; and all that he 
wrote in the temperate zones were but reminiscences of, 
and yearnings for, that country. He was faultlessly delicate 
in his tastes, and could never sympathize with any thing 
that was grotesque, bizarre, or rude. His physical orgrini- 
zatioa was moulded of the finest clay. His hands mere a 
study of beauty. His voice was low and musical, and his 
face the very embodiment of tropical beauty. Once your 
friend, he was always your friend ; for beloved with intensity, 
and hated with ardor. Ho made bnt few friends : perhaps 
would have made more if there had been more who could 
understand and appreciate such a nature as his, which had 
so little in common with other men. And under all this 
warmth and delicacy of nature flowed an undercurrent of 
sadness, which perviidcd his whole being, and tinged all bis 
music. It was a sadness not dependent upon circum> 
stances, nor growing oat of any fate, but a part of himself, 
and always a component part of all true artists. It was 
not so diU'k nor so turbid a torrent as that which wrecked 
Chopin, not such a deep regret as that which separated 
Beethoven from men, aad made hiin stand out like some sol- 
itary mountain, looming up in awful grandeur; but raiiier 
a tender feeling of regret, ' tiie tender grace of a day that 
is dead.' It was broad enough and deep enough to give 
character to his life and color to his music. 

" He died as any musician would like to die, I shouM 
think, ia the midst of his friends, standing before his 
orchestra with his baton In his hands, and, by a sad coinci- 
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dence, directing one of his own porapositions, ' La Morte.' 
It was Mozart and his Ttuquiem over again. 

" And the singers closuil thoir books, and the instru- 
ments ceased, and in place or their sound came the terrible, 
solemn silunce of death. And on the next d;iy the same 
singers and players tenderly bore Uiia to the populous Acre 
of God. And men and iTomen irhom he had charmed and 
made better nith the ^rcat blessing of his music eamc each 
to drop into the open grsve some flower of grateful love 
and remembrance. Aarl royalty deemed it an honor to 
touch the pall of the dead musiL-ian. So, under those blue 
skiea, and" amid the fiery-plumaged birds and gorgeous- 
petalled flowers he loved so noil, they laid him doivn to 
sleep his long, last sleep. And froui this desk, under these 
cold, gray skies, in which no bird sings, and from these 
frozeu plains, upon whieli no flower blooms, do I send to- 
day, down to that Southern grave, this sli;jht tribute of 
admiration I am glad to oirn, of friendship it was my good 
fortune to share. 

" And as 1 thus say good-night to the dead friend and musi- 
cian, I am reminded of those lines of Gerald Massey's : — 

' The dear ones who ara worthiest of our love 
Below urc also worthiest above. 
Too lofty is hi? place in glory now 
For hands like oun to reaoli nml wreathe his brow: 
A few pale (lowers we plant upon his tomb, 
Watered with tears to make them lireatiie ami bloom,' " 
• 

From " The World " (New York) of Jan. 23, 
I am glad to copy tiiis appreciative sketcli, written 
before lie left tlie United States for South Ameiv 
ica. It id a most titling tribute to place upon his 
tomb : — 
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"With l3ie roar of cannon and tramp of armed men 
resounding through the land, and the fair young face of tlie 
Republic disfigured to our eyes by the deep furrows of viax. 
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nanier,' tho plaintive melody of ' La Savane ' sighs past on 
the erening breeie, Sp^mish ej'ca flash out temptingly 
from the enticing cadtnee of the ' Ojos Crjollos,' and 
Spanisli guitars tinkle in the soft moonlight of the ' Minuit 
I Seville,' and tiiipicid life awakes to melody under the 
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toucli of the Creole poet of the piano, Mr. Gottfchalk. 
There are many beings, olhcrw'iEc estimable, to whom the 
tropical sense is warning ; who arc ever iuspitioii? of m.ila- 
ria lurking under the rieh, glossy leaves of the orange 
groves; who look with disgust and loathing at the etf^;- 
geraled proportions and venomous nature of all ereeping 
things ; who find the succulence of the fruit unpleasant to 
tho taste, and the flowers, though fair to the eje, deadly as 
the upas-tree to all other sense; for whom it is no com- 
pensation to feel, with the first breath of morning air, the 
dull, leaden weight of life lifted, or no happiness to waleh 
tho sea heaving and palpitating with deUght under the rays 
of the noonday sun, and to know that tho stars at nijht 
droop down lovingly and oonGdingly to the embrace of 
warm tropii;al earth. With an insensibility to these influ- 
ences, tliere can be but little sympathy or appreciation of 
the works of Mr. Gottschalk; for all that is horn of the 
tropics partakes of its beautiei and its defects, its pas- 
sionate languor, its useless profusion, and its poetic tender- 
ness. And where else in tho United States can we look 
for a spontaneous gu.sh of meloiiy V Plymouth Rock and its 
surroundings hare not iiitherto seemed favorable to the 
growth and manifestations of musical genius ; for die old 
Puritan element, in its savage intent to annihilate the »»• 
theiic part of man's nature, under the deadening dominion 
of its own blue-laws, and to crush out whatever of noble 
inspiration had been Youchsiifed to man by his Creator, 
rarely sought relief in outbursts of song. Psalmody ap- 
pears to have been the thief source of musical indulgence; 
and for many a long, weary year hymns of praise, nasal in 
tone and dismal in tendency, have ascended from our prim 
forefathers to the Throne of Grace on high. Such depres- 
sing musical antecedents have not prepared New England 
fbr greater efforts of melody than are to bf found in the 



./Google 



15^ 



204 LIFE AND LSTTESS OF 

Hmpk ballads auppo'sed to originate with the plantation 
negro, who, in addition to his other burdou i? thus chosen 
to assume the ontrouo one of Noillicrn 6on^ is bemj the 
only creature frivolous enough to i[idQl_,e in %J.iii carolling 
If we can scaraely affirm ihit the 4mciieans arc jet a 
musical people, that thcj would b(, is an un knnble fict, 
and one constantly evinced in thtir livi=h support of 
artists, from the highest to the lowest gradf. Among th- 
musical aspirants fo popular favor nont his of late cn]oveJ 
BO lat^ a share of notice and admiration as Mr. Grotls- 
chalk; and, to return from our recent digression, we will 
proceed to the consideration of his compositions. Frag- 
mentary and suggestive as are bis ideas, there U infinite 
method and system iu tlieir treatment. Avoiding thus &r 
what is teriucd sustained efforl, and which fit()uentiy im- 
plies the same demands on the patience of the listener as 
on the creative power of the composer, Mr. Gottschalk's 
compositions contain just so muiih of the true poetic vein 
as can be successfolly digested and enjoyed in a piano 
piece of moderate length. With the power to conceive, 
and the will and discipline of mind to execute, there is no 
reason why, with pei'haps a diminished tendency to fritter 
away positive cseeilenco at the fhrine of effect, enduring 
proofs of the genius of our American pianist should not be 
given to the world. As a mere player, the popularity of 
Ml'. Gottschaik with the uninitiated mas.=cs is due, in a 
great measure, to his tact iu discerning tlie American craz- 
ing for novelty and sensation, and to his naiivo originality 
and brilliancy, which allow him to respond so fully to these 
exigencies of public taste, as to possess on all occasions the 
key-note to applause. The faculty of never degenerating 
intodiilness, the rock on which most pianists are wrecked 
in early youth, is another just cause for injuring to our 
compatriot the pre-eminence which he enjoys. Viewed 
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from a critical point, the mechanical endowments and ac- 
quireiuents of Gottscbalk are such as to enable him to sub- 
ject his playing to the test of keenest analysis without 
detriment to liis reputation. For clearness aoU limpidity 
of touch and unerrin™ precision, for impetuosity of style 
eombiiied with dre^imy delicacy, he has few riyals. The 
evenness and brilliancy of his trill ai-e unequalled ; tbe 
mechanieal process required to produce it being lost to 
Bight in the wonderful birdLike nature of the effect. In the 
jjlaying of classical music, Mr. Gottschalk has to contend 
against his own individuality. This individuality, natu- 
rally intense, and of a kind calculated to meet with public 
favor, has been cultivated and indulged in to such an 
extent, as to prove an occasional obstacle to the exclusive 
absorption and utter IdentiBcation wi:h the ideas of 
another composer that classical music demands. In the 
mere matter of execution, there is no difficulty which the 
fingers of this skilful pianist cannot overcome; and his in- 
tellectual grasp of a snbject enables bira to discern and 
Interpret the beauties of all musicai themes : bnt where an 
earnest, passionate interest in the music of the old masters 
is not felt by the performer, it is rarely communicated to 
his hearcis The world of letters however, has not seem- 
ingly regretted the inability of Bjron to trammel his muse 
with the unLOUguuial fi,tteio ot Popes metre, and has ce:^ 
tainly nevci quarrelled with lom Mjore for not assuming 
liemanneis and diction of the n„vi.rcd Samuel Johnson, 
LL.D. With due allowance ior difference of latitude, and 
wide difference of aim and pursuit the contemplation of 
the master of Creole melody recalls to us a genius which 
found utterance in song, none the less meloilions that it was 
written, not sung. The 'a=hen sky,' and 'crisped, sear 
leaves of the lonesome Oi^tober,' so thrilliugly pictured by 
Edg&r Poo in his ' Ulalume.' find eclio in the foreboding 
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Badness of the opening bars to Gottschaik's ' Last Hope; 
and as both poems grow in vague, dreamy sound, they cul- 
minate in a cry of smothered despair at tho tomb where all 
hopes lie buried with the lost Ulalumo. Tlio same weird 
eoncoptioa and cceeatrtcity of design, witli knowledge of 
rhythmical effect and extreme carefulness of finish, are 
prominent traits of holh artists; and the American dis- 
regard of tradition, as evinced in all enterprises, whether 
literary, artistic, or oominercial, and which readily infects 
the simple sojourner among us as well as the happy being 
born to republican privileges, marks alike the nationality 
of poet and pianist." 

" The London Orchestra " says, — 



" We have had alreadj ocea'sion to sav that Gottschalh 
was not only a pianist and Lmintnt tonpowr,but a writef 
remarkable for the variety an I fn-tkncss of his tiiouglits as 
well as for his rare and profound instruction; and his pre- 
mature death is no less a loss for music than it is for 
literature. 

" His morality excelled his i itclLctuiI manhood. Chari- 
table, good, kind, free from ridiculous vanity, capable of 
the greatest abnegation for his fiicndo, and even for those 
who were indifferent to him he combined those rare quali- 
ties which wade him the idol oi alt those who had the 
liapptness of knowing him A inoJi.1 of the noblest and 
most delicate addres.?, the niu'ii.al art was to him an 
adoration, — a holy thing. He was not only a man of talent, 
but a mim of genius. His compositions bear the seat of 
perfect individuality. 

"The news of his death will surprise painfully and afflict 
the musiiad world; hut the tomb which covers his i-enidns 
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A Rio Janeiro journal, speaking of tiie death of 
Gottsclialk, says, — 

" His musie has ceaseJ for us on earth, bu^ (he memory 
of those exalted strains can never die. No other hanil can 
gather in such hannoiiies, no other mini) weave melodies so 
entrancing lo the soul. The land that gave him birth may 
well be proud, for now no niche in its temple of fame is 
unfitleil. Poetp, painters, statesmen has she crowned with 
immortelles, and now a mu?ieian, American liorn and nur- 
tured, wins the brightest laurels of undying renown." 

Another Rio journal adds, — . 

"The mass of the 30th dxj for Gott=LhilIc took place 
to-day in ihc church of San !■ inci-'co di, P ula under the 
auspices of fhe Philharcnonic Society of this titj The 
attendance was very large ; and ihi. cerLitionics were con 
ducted with a degree of [Miiop and =plendor r-utlj w tnt" ed 
on similar occasions. It will In, long bUore tlic mtmorj of 
this gi-eat artist will pass away Scaru-ly a Jay comts 
without some new tribute to his worth in the ^hipe of a 
musical or poetical composition , and, m the shop-windows 
everywhere, one continually meets his photi^ra]i]i, — a noble 
head, with handsome, well-cut features, marking the pos- 
session not only of rare iatelligcnce, but also of a kind and 
generous hea,rt," 

And last, there comes fruiii one of whom' G'>tts- 
clialk once said to me, " WuiTen's svinjiathy fot 
me is pei'fect : he understands every phase of mj 
nature " : — 
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To Madame Octavu Hessei^ Boston. 

8, Garden Stkeet, Beooklyn April 20 1870. 
Dear Madame, — ^Wbat can I j^ive you but a, hurriecl 
sketch of my long friendsliip with the dear departed 

Gottschalk came to Albany (where I was thca hung) m 
October, 18a5. I then heaitl him for the fiist time, and 
succumbed at once. It was love at first tight, — love for the 
man, hia genius, his most extraordinary playing, and the 
utter (inner) simplicity of character, which 1 diaeovei"ed at 
a glance ; although many, who were never willing to do him 
justice, saw only the outside man in evening dress, deco- 
rated with medals, and doing his utmost to please a promis- 
cuous audience. They knew not Gottschalk in private life, 
at the piano (he was always there), with a few warm fi-icnds 
listening, — the tender-hearted, sensitive artist and loyal 
friend, ready with extended hand to help any poor strug- 
gling wight of the key-board, — ready wi lb a good word 
and resbtless smile to reward the efforts of his confreres of 
the professiou. 

I could go on in this strain at great length, and give you 
many touching evidences of his goodness and lai^;encss of 
heart; for we wei-e together often and often, and under 
alt kinds of circumstanees. 

In 1860, 1 moved to my present home ; and soon after he 
returned t'rom South America, and for ii few 'years I was 
more intimate with him than ever betbrc. lie had wonderful 
power to move those ai-ound him. He was musical elec- 
tricity itself I could mention many instances, but will only 
allow myself one incident. He was just beginning to be 
very serious ; and he was a most intense observer, and with 
Btrot^ ■ sympathies on the right side of the question. I 
shall never forgot a scene at the house of Mr. Wm. T. 
Blod;rctt of New York. It was a most distinguished 
gathering of artistic and celebrated gentlemen, from cverv- 
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where anJ of al! kiads. Church's picture, " The Heart of 
the Andes," was then the lion in a, collection of piutiu-ea aa 
rare as their owner is liberal and buloved as a patron 
of fine arts; and the painter Mmself was of the grouj), 
of which Gottschnik was anotier ; and happy is he who 
can remember to have been present that evening. Tliere 
was much admiring to be done by eyesight, and much 
talking that had responsive and delighted listening, ; but 
the ear needed its sweetest refreshment as well as the eye 
and palate, and some music was a necessity. Gottschalk, 
as usual, was amiable, and most happy to entertain his 
distinguished auJiunce. He played as an artist never can 
at a concert ; and his listeners were correspondingly ap- 
preciative, — all except one Englishman (maybe a duke) 
who made some slm* on all that was American in music, 
which brought Gottschalk to bis feet in doltnce of hia 
brother-workers. Wliito as a sheet, and in his excited and 
overwhelming eloquence, he told them of a meludy then 
being sung by regiment after regiment, marching down 
Broadway en iou(e for ihc cars to Washington ; of a 
mciody they learned at home in the far West, and that they 
would carry with them, and sing it on the battle-field; of a 
melody that would sustain ihcm in llie thickest fight. And, 
on tlic spur of the moment, he sprang to the piano again, 
and gave such an astounding rhapsody on George F. Root's 
well-known "We'll Rally Round the Flag," as is entirely 
beyond description. 1 never heard any thing like it, and 
never will again ; for Liszt himself could not have appreciated 
the situation, and Liszt is nut Creole-.\merican. The effect 
was carthquafcean almost. These men of art are emhusi- 
astic ; and they were frantic. The uproar could have been 
heard a mile. Gottschalk was neiily kdlel with em- 
braces, — and the gentleman from Ln^ljnl bid departed. 
I have been with my dear fiiend time after time, wher 
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lie haa carried bis listeners beyond space, and affected them 
willi a magician's power. His playing was often most 
Bolemn and religious, when the hammer could not be 
heard against the string, and the whole thing was organ- 
toned. His use of the pedals was a study, producing 
results the most unique and interesting. But wliat is the 
use of reviewing what we all know of his playing. It 
united every thing, — power tiie most magnilicent, dex- 
terity unequalled. Think of the trill and cadenza in 
" Murmures Eoiiens ", — delicacy and grace beyond criticism, 
and a largeness and breadth peculiar to the man ; and, 
lastly, the Gottachalk oiiginality, — a something unlike any 
tliiog or anybody else. And how sad to me — so sad, that, 
were I a woman, the tears would flow afresh — to know that 
on this earth we shall never bear his like again I 

In public, our dear friend was the expounder of his 
own school of composition ; for which he has been taxed 
heavily by all tliose who do not believe in the works of 
living composers, and some others too. Now that he is 
really dead (and it seems impossible), wo may expect some 
justice by and by ; and who knows but in the course of a 
few hundred years the name of Gottschalk may be just a 
little classical (What is classical? — conundrum to be 
given up) 7 

At a concert which I had the pleasure of arranging fo( 
him and Madame De la Grange, at Albany, in Jlay, 185S, 
he played, — 

Impromptu in A flat Chopin. 

" If I were a Bird,"— Etude . . . Hemell. 

Benevenuti Celliii! of Gatlioz, trauscribed by Lml. 

Silver Spriug Wm. Mason. 

Fanlisie " Luciii " Gotlnlialk. 

Last Hope „ 

Marclie de Kuit „ 

Baajo „ 
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1 have yet to hear Chopin's Impromptu rendered vfith any 
Euch fire and iotense feeling as on that occasionj. His 
D.ittire sprang out to meet the idiosyncrasy of Chopin's 
works ; and I am happy in knowing that I have heard 
our friend interpret (in private if not in public) the 
majority of the works of the wonderful pianoforte poet. 
Yes : and I know of the sincere worship that Gottschalk 
laid at the feet of that master, and also of his reverence 
and study of the greatest of masters, the immortal Beet- 
hoven. 

Gottschalk felt that while he lived he must demonstrate 
the genius of Go tschalk ; and where is there a mnsieian 
of any like talent who would not do just the same thing? 

Our friend was faithful to his friends nnto death. The 
touching letter Irom his sister, which you kindly sent me 
to read, is ample proof; and I trust you will publish it. 

To the Chickerings he was a tower of strength: for, 
although tempting offers were made him to leave that house 
and use other pianos, he could not change his opinion or do 
a mean thing; and where he had ia the first place given 
that honest opinion, there he abided. No pianos suited his 
finger so well. Their power and brilliancy added to his 
triumphs ; their great durability on his long tours over the 
country mode hi n gr teful and he is entirely identified with 
i,he house of Ch ckerm^ So w th all his friends : he never 
forgot them He was wayabo^e the small envyings and 
jealousies of the profession Ht wished all well, and was 
lovable to the Kst de"ree S^mp-ilhotic and clinging, he 
apppaltd to the teuler affuction of those he loved best 
continuill) 

His last picture sent to mc fiom Bio last summer, is 
before me as I fini h thiohastj trtb ite to his meuiory. 1 look 
it the leirfice which olten lookel it mine in life (you know 
his way) while the fingers rolled forth the harmouies. Would 
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that I had been able to say soraBthing more worthy tbe eree- 
tO"be-lameated subject of your book I 

Sbcerely your friend, 

GisonGE William Warren. 



And thus I close my simple sketches of one 
whose noble and beautiful life should indeed be an 
example to those who still labor here for the 
advancement of mnsic, the only science we are 
assured we shall find in the heaven - realm of 
God! 

Words cannot fully express the meaning or the 
mission of music upon earth ; but power is some- 
times given a human soul to impart, through 
wondrous combination of tones, pictures to the 
imagination, until a spiritual gleam of knowledge 
is tjirougli sympathy vouchsafed to others, of the 
subtle power of music for the good of human 
kind. If those who hold this key to the glorious 
realm of purest love and passionate longing for an 
unattained bliss are but true to themselves, and 
use aright their Grod-given power, life will be rich 
in splendor of intellectual enjoyment ; and wben 
shadows of death encomjDass them, when the tidal 
waves of the dark river chill the life-blood of the 
heart, their spirits shall rise, in the rapture of 
chanting seraphim, far above the stars' triumphal 
symphony, borne on the breath of heavenly 
anthems, through gates of gleaming pearl and 
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flashing jasper - stone, forever onward to that 
Holy of Holies, where the voice of God thrills 
the majestic harmonies of angel and archangel 
with the simple tone-power of the words, — 

" Well done, thou good and faithful servant I 
thou hast been faithful over a few things ; I will 
make thee ruler over many things : enter thou 
into the joy of tl^y Lord." 
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